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HER HITMAN 


They use my passion for singing against me and kidnap me. 
The Bratva have me under their control. It’s only a matter 
of time before I take a fatal misstep and they punish me for 
it. 


But then Damian Drake enters my life, a seven foot tall 
hitman with iron in his hair and the palest, deadliest eyes 
I’ve ever seen. He’s a man one step away from a beast, who 
will do whatever it takes to accomplish his mission. 


He kills the man who’s about to assault me, and then I make 
a decision. I beg him to take me with him. I think this makes 
him angry at first, the way he looks at me so intensely. But 
then I learn that it’s something else. 


He steals me away and then tells me that I belong to him 
now. I have no choice but to stay with him, especially when 
the Bratva threatens to chase me down and kill me. 


Damian says he’ll never let anything happen to me because 
I belong to him. He says he treats his property well. He 
claims me. He uses me. He makes me his in every sense of 
the word. 


But I’m scared I’m not enough for him. I’m only nineteen 
and he’s forty-one. I’m a virgin, and the idea of telling him 
terrifies me. What if I’m not good enough? 


But Damian won’t wait. He’s going to take me sooner or 
later. 


He’s the most possessive, jealous man I’ve ever met. 


He’s my hitman. 


*Her Hitman is an insta-everything standalone instalove 
romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


D amian 


I take out the clip and examine the ammunition, making 
sure that everything is as it should be. Sparky watches me 
from his place on the motel bed, his tongue hanging out, 
tired and panting from our play wrestling. He tilts his head 
like he always does when I insert the clip with a metallic 
click, and then goes back to his wide-mouthed grinning. 


“One last job, boy,” I say, placing the gun with the rest of my 
work materials on the table. 


The motel curtains are drawn, letting in the last of the 
winter sunlight. The world has already started to turn hazy, 
and the light in here is even more so with the thick purple 
curtains, causing it to shimmer with particles of dust. 


“One last job,” I say again, making sure he understands, 
making sure J understand. 


I sit on the edge of the bed and feel it compress beneath my 
weight, the mattress giving a whine as it takes all two 
hundred and fifty pounds of me. Sparky climbs into my lap 
and curls up. I move my hands over his small body, his black 


and gray dappled fur. He’s a piebald sausage dog, his legs 
short, his body squat. When I see how bulky and happy he’s 
become this past year and a half - compared with the 
misery I found him in - I almost let a smile touch my face. 


But men in my business don’t smile. 
“Then it’ll just be me and you,” I tell him. 


Sometimes I wonder what I did before I had Sparky. I would 
go whole months without speaking, a loner drifting through 
life, existing at the edge of society with only my work to 
keep me company. 


It was different when my uncle was still alive, but Felix has 
been dead for almost two decades now. 


“Forty-one years,” I muse, tickling him under the chin. His 
tail wags sleepily. “That means I’ve been at this shit for 
thirty years, almost. Can you believe it? Time really does fly, 
eh?” 


He murmurs groggily and I sigh, gently placing him on the 
bed and then wandering back over to the table. 


I’ve got my rifle, my gun with the silencer attached, 
garroting wire, bolt cutters, night-vision goggles, foot- 
wraps to keep my footsteps quiet and make sure I don’t 
leave any prints behind. 


Gloves, mask, two separate knives. 


I sigh and reach for the darkness within me, willing it to 
drape over me like a blanket of night. I have to make myself 
as unfeeling as stone when I’m on a job, as lifeless as a 
goddamn rock. 


A machine—that’s what I become. 


I glance at my burner cell when it begins to vibrate against 
the bedside table. 


“Its okay, little man,” I say, stroking Sparky’s head as I 
stride across the room. 


“Yes?” I say, picking it up and answering. 
As usual, Mr. Jenkins’ voice is distorted. 


I’ve been working with this man for a decade and, as far as 
he knows, I’ve never heard his real voice. What he doesn’t 
know is that I’ve done some research of my own and long 
ago discovered that he’s a CIA operative with links to the 
industrial-military complex. 


When Uncle Sam has problems he needs taken care of, he 
contacts men like me, men who will take out the trash for a 
hefty paycheck. 


Men who are disposable if shit goes south. 


“I’m sending you the coordinates now,” he says. “Your 
target is Dobry Kuznetsov. A picture will be attached with 
the coordinates. Limit causalities to the target alone. Limit 
exposure as much as possible. I am sending another file, 
proof of funds in escrow. These will be released when you 
provide photographic evidence of the job.” 


I don’t say anything. 
There’s no need. 


We’ve been through this same routine a dozen times, at 
least. 


I place the phone down and wait for the files to come 
through. 


In the meantime I drop to the floor and start pumping push- 
ups, feeling my muscles ache coolly, a satisfying feeling that 


moves through me and tells me that even after all these 
years my body is still carved of goddamn steel, still ready to 
break bones and scale buildings and slink silently like a 
panther if need be. 


I turn over to start some sit-ups. 


Sparky perches on the end of the bed, watching me 
curiously. 


It’s a pain in the ass, leaving him in this motel room. But 
he’s used to it now and Ill only be gone a few hours. 


As usual, I’ve made plans just in case I don’t return. I might 
be the best at what I do, but even experts make mistakes. If 
I haven’t returned by tomorrow morning, I’ve paid the 
motel manager to come and collect Sparky and take him to 
a Shelter... a shelter I already have an agreement with. 


Sparky is never to be put done, I told them, handing over a 
wad of cash, ten grand in total. Even if nobody adopts him, 
he’s never to be fucking put down, you hear me? 


I pump the sit-ups, feeling my hard abs crunching together. 
Sparky tilts his head as I come up, and then tilts it the other 
way when I lower myself down, over and over like he’s 
telling me no. 


“I’m a killer, Sparky,” I tell him. “The men I kill, they may be 
bad, but that doesn’t change things. I’m a killer. I’ve killed 
twenty-eight men and tonight it’s going to be twenty-nine. I 
wonder how you’d feel if you could understand me. I 
wonder if you’d still love me, little man.” 


I laugh grimly at myself, wondering what Felix would say if 
he could see me now, the grizzled old bastard. 


Felix was the one who begged me to find a lady, to settle 
down. As he lay bleeding to death in my arms, his voice 


gurgling, choking with blood, he told me that his biggest 
regret was never seeing me find a woman and making a 
home, making a life, making something. 


My phone vibrates and I leap up, shaking my head at the 
memory. 


That might have been his biggest regret. 


But I’ve never found a woman that stirs me like that, that 
awakens something primal and impossible-to-ignore inside 
of me. 


Maybe it’s this life. Maybe it’s made me too cold. 


But all I care about right now is getting this job done and 
then finding a quiet corner of the world with Sparky. 


I pick up the phone and study the photo of Dobry 
Kuznetsov, a high ranking lieutenant in the East Coast 
Bratva. 


He’s a red-faced man with a few pale hairs combed over his 
sweaty head, his glasses thick, magnifying his eyes. In the 
photo he sits at a dinner table, grinning widely, face shining. 


He looks happy. 


He looks like a man with no clue he’s going to be dead very 
soon. 


CHAPTER TWO 


D akota 


I stand at the window and look out upon the estate, the 
moonlight turning the icy grass a deep blue. Past the long 
fields, the guard turrets sit like squat stone creatures, the 
night-silhouetted shapes of the guards just about visible 
from where I stand. Even without the guards, climbing a 
wall that absurdly tall would be an insane feat. 


And then even to get to the wall I’d have to run across the 
lawn— 


No, scratch that. 


Getting outside would be the challenge, considering that 
every door is locked and only the guards have the keys. 


“What are you doing?” one of the guards snaps, striding 
down the hallway. 


I flinch, cursing myself. 


I turn and face him and make sure not to look him in the 
eye. I stare past him instead, because I’ve learned that they 
don’t like it when you look at the floor. They think it makes 


you weak-spirited, not worthy to serve them ... but neither 
do they like it if you look at them squarely. They think it 
makes you overly spirited, and not worthy to serve them. 


In the periphery of my vision, the guard looks like they all 
do to me. A big, leering, tattooed Russian man casually 
wearing a firearm on his hip. He nods back the way he 
came, from which come the sounds of the party, the too- 
happy music, and the boisterous laughter of the Bratva, 
Dobry’s laughter the loudest of all. It’s like he thinks if he 
guffaws with enough force he can pretend he isn’t a 
complete freaking psychopath. 


“Do your job. Or we will find something else for you to do. 
Dobry’s brother, the noble Andrei, didn’t send good vodka 
directly from Moscow for you to gaze like a fool out of the 
window instead of serving it. Go.” 


I quickly walk down the hallway, heart thudding in my chest 
like it always does when I have a run-in with the guards. 


I slide into the room and take one of the silver platters from 
the servers’ table, walking as gracefully as I can around the 
cavernous ballroom. 


The floor is marble and decorated in ancient Russian 
scenes, a Sweeping kaleidoscope of color that is impossible 
to study closely with all the ladies’ heels and men’s shoes 
clipping across it. 


As I stride between the tattooed, grinning Russian men and 
the chirping women in their elegant dresses, I see a sword 
and a spark of lightning and the corner of a globe, the sail 
of a ship, the room so huge that it can contain dozens of 
separate scenes. 


I make my circuit, letting out a breath, glad that I didn’t 
stumble in my heels. 


Before they brought me here, I was never much for 
wearing heels. I was always more comfortable in boots or 
sneakers. Heels require an expertise that I never cultivated. 


I feel my mind trying to tug me back to the night it 
happened, but I forcefully drag it back. Thinking about that 
will only sting me with shame and regret and self-hatred, 
and I haven’t got time for that. 


Another platter—another circuit. 


A bunch of the guests have begun raucously dancing in the 
center of the room, the party devolving into loud shouting 
and back-patting as it always does. The band in the corner 
picks up their music to match the mood, the drums beating 
deeply and the violin whining like a banshee. 


The guests don’t look at me as I serve. They don’t look at 
any of us, as though the trays are simply floating around the 
room, their eyes trained not to see us because ... well, who 
wants the sight of a kidnapped nineteen year old messing 
up their evening? 


No, no, I imagine some of these fine ladies saying. Leave 
that curvy one in the background. She’s far too unlike us, 
with our pearls, our thin waists, and our shining actor’s 
teeth. 


I find myself smiling at the thought of them even 
acknowledging me. It would be so absurd, so out of the 
ordinary. 


I quickly kill the smile. 


I’ve been here for a month, but it didn’t take me that long 
to work out that smiling was a big mistake. 


Smiling is a sign that we’re human, after all, and that’s just 
another distraction they don’t need. 


Still, I console myself as I make yet another circuit, the 
heels causing my feet to cramp—still, I haven’t been 
selected by any of the men yet. 


Most nights they come drunkenly clambering into the 
servants’ quarters, demanding a woman to spend 
themselves on. I press myself against the wall and turn my 
gaze away and silently pray they leave me alone. 


And so far they have. 


But what happens when one of these sick bastards picks 
you? 


I push the question down. 

I can’t think that far ahead. 

All I can think about is... 
Another platter—another circuit. 


I don’t even feel like I’m controlling my body anymore. I 
switch to autopilot and let my mind abscond to a dreamy 
forest, the leaves laden with snow, nothing around but the 
creatures brave enough to come out in the cold. 


I imagine a guitar on my lap and a blanket beneath me. I 
feel my fingers on the strings and hear my voice rising into 
the winter air, dancing, rising higher, sweeter. I’m always 
working on my craft, always trying to improve. I used to get 
angry sometimes, sitting there, hating the sound of my 
voice. 


But now I long for it, the freedom to sing, the freedom to 
dream. 


Another platter. 


Another circuit. 


The night goes on and on. 


I try to stay in my world of dreams, feeling the hard press of 
the guitar strings against my fingers, hearing my voice, 
feeling my voice. 


But the problem with drifting away like that is that it makes 
me clumsy, especially after several hours of circulating, 
waiting, praying that I’m not noticed and don’t draw the 
wrath of any of these thugs. 


That’s the most draining part about all of this... how tense I 
am all the time, constantly waiting for a guard or one of the 
higher ranking men to lay a hand on my arm. 


“You, come with me.” 
That’s all they’d have to say and I’d be powerless to resist. 


The thought sends sharp stabbing terror through me, my 
belly going tight, my fists trying to clench against my will. I 
can’t clench my fists. They might see and take it as a sign of 
aggression. 


Haha, the slave thinks she has the right to get angry. 


I’m striding past Dobry and his cabal of goons when I 
realize, far too late, that I should have been paying more 
attention rather than disappearing into the safety of my 
mind. 


One of the other servants comes striding across the room at 
the same time and we almost bump into each other. 
Charting a course through the growing mayhem is difficult 
enough with how erratic the Russians become once they 


start drinking, but the last thing I want to do is knock her 
platter out of her hand. 


I dart back, slipping in my heels. 
No, no, no. 


I fall and fall, my hands flying and the tray clattering loudly 
to the floor. Several glasses shatter and champagne 
spreads like discolored blood across the marble floor, a few 
of the ladies tsking and stepping back, the music stopping, 
everybody turning to me. 


I land with a painful thump, the impact spreading through 
my legs and up my spine. 


Everything is dead-silent now. 


A circle is forming around me, one composed of sneering 
lips and glaring eyes, and, at the front of them all, stands 
Dobry. 


His combed over hair has come loose and spirals in wires 
around his head, damp with sweat. His shirt is stained in 
several places and the bottom buttons have come undone, 
revealing a slab of his hairy belly. He strides over to me, the 
guests and the guards parting for their leader. 


“You want to make a joke of our party, is that it?” he growls 
in a heavy Russian accent. “You are jealous that we are 
having a good time, hmm? Is that your game? Speak, girl.” 


“Pm s-sorry,” I say, something keeping me rooted to the 
floor, as though if I stay here what happens next doesn’t 
have to happen. 


“Oh, she’s sorry,” Dobry roars, turning to laugh at the room 
in general. 


Everybody joins in with his laughter, even the other 
servants, those who are just glad that it isn’t them in their 
crosshairs. 


“T guess that makes it all better then, does it?” he snaps, 
turning back to me. He waves his hand. “Take her to my 
room. If she wants a good time, then I will show her a good 
time. I prefer my women a little more nubile - that is the 
word, yes? - but she will do.” 


A sickening shiver moves through me as four guards 
approach, their hands on their hips, ready to shoot me, end 
me if I don’t agree to follow them. 


I have no choice but to stand and meekly trail after them, 
walking down the corridor with the four of them ringing me 
on all sides, casually talking in Russian. 


One of them laughs throatily. I have no idea what they’re 
saying, but I know it’s not good. 


Nothing that happens here is good. 


They take me up the rear staircase, unlocking doors as we 
go, and then lead me to a bedroom with a double door the 
size of a horse, the most extravagant door I’ve ever seen. 
The frame is carved and inlaid with small jewels, and the 
guard lets out a throaty sigh as he shoves it open. 


He gestures into the bedroom with his gun. “In. Now.” 


I scurry into the room, the only thing I can do, and then 
flinch as they slam the door shut behind me. 


The room is huge, the ceiling tall, patterned with battle 
scenes. Tapestries hang from the walls and the bed is the 
size of a tank, a giant overgrown thing with silk sheets, a 
four poster monstrosity. I can’t look at it for long, vomit 
trying to surge up my throat. 


I pace around, checking the only other door—the ensuite, 
as lavish as the rest of this place, the faucets, and shower 
heads made of freaking gold. The windows here are locked. 
The windows in the bedroom - that overlook the night-dark 
estate - are locked. 


The door to the hallway, of course, is locked. 


I press my ear against the door, listening for the sound of 
the guards. 


Nothing, nobody. 
Can I kick the door down? 


I raise my leg and try to aim a kick, but the champagne has 
made my heels slick and suddenly I’m falling again. 


I catch myself, just in time. 
“Crap.” 


I go to the counter at the other end of the room, covered in 
a giant gilded globe and a dozen other seemingly random 
things ... a compass made of gold, gold-framed glasses, 
gold, gold, gold. Everything in this hell is made of gold. 


My hand settles on a letter opener, gold, the grip cool in my 
hand. 


Dobry must be so drunk that he didn’t think to send 
someone in here with me to make sure I wouldn’t get my 
hands on a weapon. Or perhaps he’s confident in his ability 
to overpower me, weapon or not. 


I turn toward the door, taking a couple of practice swipes 
with the letter opener, the blade making a soft hissing noise 
in the air. 


I pray that I have the courage to use it when the time 
comes. 


Even as a small scared voice inside tells me that I won’t. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


D amian 


I stalk through the secret tunnel of the Dobry estate, my 
flashlight turned off, sticking to the shadows as I move 
closer and closer to the light at the end of the tunnel. I 
almost laugh grimly at the thought. This isn’t what people 
have in mind when they use that phrase. 


I can see the silhouettes of two men standing in front of the 
spotlights, but they’re turned toward each other, idly 
speaking in Russian. I pick up snatches of their 
conversation as I approach, my footsteps dead quiet, my 
breathing dead quiet. 


Everything about me is primed for the job at hand, their 
chuckling providing a convenient dampener to the small 
noises of my hunt. 


“Fucking sluts,” one of the men growls. “Give them 
everything and what do they do? They can’t even say a 
simple thank you, brother.” 


“They’re not worth the hassle,” the other laughs darkly. 
“Fuck them and leave them, that’s what I say.” 


Rage tries to grip my chest at their words, my savage 
instinct rising like a torrent inside of me, a wave of fire 
trying to turn my body into a tool of destruction. 


Just because I’ve never found my woman, it doesn’t mean I 
like this immature shit men sometimes indulge in, this use- 
them-and-leave-them garbage. 


But it’s their lucky day. 
I’m not here for them. 


I get as close as I dare without stepping into the light, and 
then take the device from my pocket and press the button. 
The speakers I set up on my way in immediately pick up, 
Russian words drifting from the other end of the tunnel, the 
way I just walked up. 


“You fucking cowards,” the voice growls—my voice, in my 
best Russian accent. “You fucking worms. The Kuznetsov 
family is a joke. You are jokes for serving them.” 


“What the fuck?” one of the guards growls, shouldering his 
rifle and beginning to creep down the hallway. 


I press myself flat against the wall, making my breathing 
quiet, melting into the deeper darkness of the tunnel. The 
other guard aims with his gun and together they start 
approaching the speaker, coming closer to me each 
moment. 


My body is primed. My mind is ready. 


“Be a weapon,” Felix told me when I was only ten years old. 
“Then nothing can stop you.” 


When they’ve walked so close to me that I can smell the 
stink of their cigarettes and their whiskey, I silently slink 
from the shadows and walk up behind them. 


I take the Tasers from my pockets and bring them to their 
necks at the same time, the sound loud in the confines of 
the tunnel, the electric-blue lighting up so that their 
shadows spread like silhouetted claws. 


They yelp and collapse onto their fronts, and then I work 
quickly, taking the syringes from my belt and injecting them 
in the throat. 


I drag their bodies deeper into the tunnel, stowing them in 
the darkness. 


They’ll wake in a few hours with groggy heads and no clue 
how they got there, and IIl be long gone. 


I turn off the speakers and take the guards’ ring of keys, 
and then head to the service elevator that will lead to the 
mansion. 


One last job. 


I think of Sparky, hopefully, curled up in the nook I made for 
him in the motel room, safe under his mound of blankets. I 
hope that the noise of the motel parking lot isn’t too 
distracting for him, and then I find myself remembering one 
time when I had to leave him and some asshole set off 
fireworks. I came back to find him shaking, his mess 
streaked all over the carpet. 


“One last job, boy,” I whisper, and then push it all from my 
mind. 


I use the key to unlock the elevator and step inside, 
pressing the button that will take me to Dobry’s door. I aim 
my gun at the doors as they close and the elevator starts to 
rise with a judder. The elevator was built after the estate, a 
clumsy job so that it rises in fits and starts. 


Hacking Dobry’s communications told me all I needed to 
know, and soon the doors will open onto what, from the 
outside, looks like a supply closet. 


But still, I need to be cautious. 


Thankfully, the doors open onto the inner darkness of two 
wooden doors, not the barrel of a gun. I poke them open 
with the silencer of my gun, ignoring the ostentatious finery 
of the carpets and the wall hangings and all the rest of it. 


I move forward, gun aimed, the sounds of the party 
downstairs muffled through the many walls separating us. 


A cheer—a laugh. Music plays. 
But it all sounds faraway. 


I count the doors as I move, constantly watching for the 
guards. 


But it seems Dobry wants some privacy this evening. I stop 
outside his absurdly ornate door, the frame all carved 
patterns, and lay my ear against it so that I can better hear 
what he’s saying. 


He’s speaking in Russian, his voice a low growl. “You have 
no idea what I’m saying, do you? You stupid American 
whore. Now you will make yourself useful, at least. Now you 
will do what you were bred to do—please men, you 
disposable slut.” 


I clench the grip of my gun tightly, blood rushing in my ears. 
Disposable slut. 


The phrase makes me want to make this last a long time to 
make this evil bastard suffer in the most gruesome ways. 


But every man I’ve ever been contracted to kill has been as 
evil as this bastard. 


I’m about to try the door when Dobry makes an animal 
noise of pain and surprise, and then snaps, “Stupid whore. 
What do you think, a little cut changes things? Come here. 
Now.” 


“S-stay back,” a woman hisses. 


The bravery in her voice touches something deep inside of 
me. Her voice is husky and womanly at the same time, a 
Singer’s voice, and just in those two words, I can hear so 
much. 


I can hear the deep wells of her soul. 
I can hear her strength, her fear, her humanity. 


It punches me in the gut, this realization because simply 
hearing a woman’s voice shouldn’t have this effect on me. 


I shake my head, pushing those crazy whirring thoughts 
away. 


One last fucking job. 


I push the door open, glad the bastard didn’t think to lock 
it. 


The room comes into view in all its unearned opulence, but 
my vision hones in on the sight of Dobry and the woman. 
Dobry has his back to me, blood dripping onto the floor, 
probably from his face. The woman holds a golden letter 
opener, tinged with blood, gesturing with it, her back 
pressed against the wall. 


And the woman... 


Lightning smashes into my chest and for a moment time 
seems to freeze as I gaze at her. She’s wearing a uniform, a 
hip-hugging skirt, and a tight white shirt and tights that 
grip firmly onto those thick gorgeous thighs. Her hair is 


deep brown and looks like it’s come loose from a ponytail, 
spilling wildly around her shoulders. Her wide eyes are 
glittering green gemstones. 


There’s so much personality in her expression, every tic of 
her face, and I find myself wondering what it would be like 
learning all the different pieces of her over a long lazy 
summer, trailing my hand down those curves, touching, 
pleasing... 


I banish those thoughts as her eyes snap to me. I shake my 
head subtly and feel another whelming of pride with how 
quickly she adapts to this new situation. 


“Come on then,” she hisses, staring at Dobry as she raises 
the letter opener. “You pathetic, disgusting excuse for a 
human being.” 


I stalk up behind him, moving silently, and then glide 
around to his side as I raise the gun to his head. 


He freezes, his leer turning to an abject O of terror. 
“We can work this out,” he whispers. 

“Apologize to the lady,” I snarl quietly. 

“W-what?” 


“Apologize.” I prod the gun against his head, causing him to 
whimper, as though I’d show this human trafficker, this 
rapist, this child abuser any mercy now. “To the lady.” 


Dobry - cheek dripping crimson from where she cut him - 
turns to her, beginning to snivel. 


“I'm sorry,” he whimpers. “I’m so, so sorry.” 


I turn to the lady, the most beautiful woman I’ve ever laid 
my eyes on. 


Something stirs inside of me. 

Take her, claim her, make her yours. 

“Close your eyes,” I tell her. “You don’t want to see this.” 
She stands up straighter and looks me square in the eye. 
“No,” she says. “I do.” 


Dobry starts blabbering in Russian, and at the last second, 
he opens his mouth to scream. 


I pull the trigger and the bullet ends the noise. 


His body collapses as though all the bones have been 
sucked out of him. 


“What are you doing?” the woman asks, her voice shaking 
as any civilians would after witnessing such a thing. 


I take out my digital camera and quickly snap a photo. 
“Getting evidence.” 


I quickly stow the camera away and turn toward the door, 
panic and something else rushing in my ears. It’s like I can 
scent this woman past Dobry’s blood, past the reek of 
alcohol and too much cologne in the room. 


It’s like I can sense her goddamn essence, whatever that 
means. 


Something in me roars that leaving her here would be the 
worst thing I’ve ever done. 


Because she’s mine. 
Already. 


How the fuck can that be true? 


I turn back to her. “What’s your name?” I growl, knowing 
this is a mistake, and yet she’s too goddamn magnetic for 
me to stop. 


“Dakota. What’s yours?” 
I smirk. “I can only tell you if you come with me, Dakota.” 
“Are you going to hurt me? Are you like them?” 


“No,” I snarl. “I’m not like them. Not even a little bit. Are 
you coming with me or not?” 


Anger tinges my words, but it’s not directed at her. It’s 
aimed at myself, at my stupidity for taking a risk like this. 


But I can’t stop myself. 
Dakota. 


Her name is a song in my mind, and as we gaze at each 
other it’s like there’s not a dead man lying between us at 
all. 


“Then yes,” she whispers. “I’ll come with you...” 


“Damian,” I say, knowing I shouldn’t. “My name is Damian.” 


CHAPTER FOUR 


D akotal press myself against the car window, cracking 
it a little so that I can breathe the fresh night air. 


I wonder if other women would think of their friends and 
family now, but I have no family, and any friends have 
always been casual, more acquaintances. 


I close my eyes and tell myself that this isn’t a dream, that it 
all just happened. 


I feel a judder move up my arm when I slash the letter 
opener down Dobry’s face. 


I feel the animal fear, the terror that gripped me as he 
approached, weeping blood, ready to take his revenge. 


I see him fall as the bullet punches into him and see a spray 
of blood. 


And then... 
Damian. 
I open my eyes and risk a look at him. 


My breath catches and my heart picks up again. 


His hair is pure silver, swept to the side, his jaw square and 
clean shaven. His eyes are stark blue, so pale they’re almost 
the same color as his hair. He’s huge, at least seven feet, his 
muscles bulging from his night-black ... what? Work attire? 
Jet black clothing that can barely contain those throbbing 
muscles. 


He grips the steering wheel tight as we glide down the 
road, the lights of the city winking ahead of us. 


I find myself wondering how old he is, confused feelings 
stirring inside of me. After what just happened, the last 
thing I should be experiencing is a tingling warmth in my 
lower belly, my crotch giving a twitch and a whisper, my 
mind flooding with images of Damian pulling the car over 
and sliding his hand up between my thighs. 


No, I shouldn’t be thinking about that at all. 


“How old are you?” I hear myself ask, and then immediately 
bite back the question. 


He smirks slightly, but it’s gone as quickly as it comes. His 
eyes are focused on the road. 


“Strange question to ask a man you just watched execute 
somebody,” he murmurs. 


“Dobry deserved to die,” I flare, my words sharp with 
conviction. “What he was going to do to me...” I shiver, the 
possibility gripping me with icy hands “But that’s not even 
the worst of it. I heard about some of the other things he 
did. He was pure evil.” 


“Forty-one,” he grunts. 
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“You asked my age. I’m forty-one years old.” 


“Oh,” I murmur. 


My eyes are dancing up and down him, tracking the way his 
muscles press through the fabric. I try to still this insane 
compulsion inside of me—to grab onto his arm, feel the 
stony security of it. 


This must be a fever dream. 


Any second I’m going to wake up with Dobry standing over 
me, leering, sweating, grinning in his twisted desire to... 


The tears attack me as if from nowhere, sobs punching 
painfully up my throat and causing me to make choked 
gulping noises. My mind floods with the past month, the 
constant fear, the animal paranoia that any second some 
predator - a bad predator, not like Damian - could leap out 
and attack me. 


Damian glances at me, jaw tightening for a moment. 

“We can’t stop,” he says gruffly. “They'll find his body soon.” 
“T didn’t say I wanted to stop,” I sob. 

“T mean... never mind.” 

“No, what?” I press, wiping at my tear streaked cheeks. 
“Nothing,” he growls. 

“What?” I persist. 


That smirk again doubled in the night-dark glass in front of 
him. 


“Jesus, you're persistent, aren’t you?” 


“Maybe I am,” I say, somehow able to inject some fieriness 
into my voice. “So are you going to tell me or not?” 


He sighs darkly. “I was just going to say we can’t stop. I 
can’t comfort you. So if you’re going to cry, you'll have to 
take care of yourself.” 


“I didn’t say you had to comfort me,” I say icily. 
“There we go then,” he says. “We agree.” 
Handsome hunky jerk. 


I almost laugh at the words whispering in my mind, so out 
of place in this setting, the lights of the city consuming the 
horizon but the darkness of this country road all around us. 


I just saw a man murdered, and here I am letting near-flirty 
thoughts into my mind. 


God, Damian has me all kinds of confused. 

“What happens now?” I whisper. “Are you going to kill me?” 
“What?” he snaps. “Why the fuck would I do that?” 

“Tve seen your face. Isn’t that how it works?” 

“T don’t know, is it?” 

I shrug. “In the movies...” 


He shakes his head, a subtle powerful gesture. The crazy 
urge to run my hands through the moon-silver of his hair 
touches me, and I fight it, fight it hard. It makes no sense. 
It’s the adrenalin, I tell myself, not the desire to have this 
man take me as I’ve never been taken before, to have him 
shoot his life-essence inside of me and put a baby there, 
start a family, and... 


Quiet, I order my cluttered overactive mind. Just... quiet. 


“Life isn’t a movie, Dakota,” he says. “What happens now is 
we go and get my dog, Sparky. And then I take you home to 


your folks.” 
“T don’t have folks,” I murmur. 
Something passes across his face, an emotion I can’t read. 


“I’m sorry to hear that,” he says. “But you must have 
somebody.” 


“Not really,” I admit shakily. “Not many of us did. I guess 
that’s why they targeted us because we wouldn’t be missed. 
I was reported missing, I’m sure. But without anything 
tying me down...” 


“Tt’d be easy for the police to chalk it up to you just skipping 
town.” 


“Yeah, exactly.” 
He sighs with a husky sound. 


“So I guess you’re stuck with me, huh?” I say, meaning it to 
come out as a joke. 


He glances at me briefly, icy eyes blazing blue flames. 


“You shouldn’t joke about that,” he snarls. “Maybe I’ll take 
you seriously.” 


Something sizzles over my skin, up my thighs, over my belly, 
and around my nipples. I feel them tweak and harden and 
bite down to fight it off, all of it, the overwhelming 
craziness. 


“Tm nineteen, by the way,” I murmur into the silence. 
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“You told me your age, so I think it’s fair you know mine.” 


He nods shortly. “Good to know, Dakota. But you’re wrong.” 


“About my age?” 


“No,” he says, with that infuriating, magnetic smirk. “About 
you not being missed. I find that hard to believe. I think— 
shit, I don’t know. I think a person like you would make an 
impression.” 


I grip onto my thighs, trying to puzzle out his words. His 
tone is so husky, so deep, so damn unreadable. He stares 
ahead, seemingly wanting the conversation to end there. 


I turn back to the night and rest my forehead against the 
cool glass, the pitch black drifting by. 


But then my over-taut mind begins to warp the darkness 
into impossible shapes. 


I see Damian standing at an altar, wearing a suit the same 
color as his hair, his eyes lighting up in delight as the music 
welcomes me down the aisle, his smirk shifting into a true 
smile. 


Get a freaking grip, | tell myself. You only just met the guy. 
But it doesn’t feel that way. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


D amian 


This is a first for me—having a throbbing hard on as I drive 
away from a job. 


I try to take deep, slow breaths to calm myself down, but 
her natural scent is too close and all-consuming. 


The way she sits is making me sneak looks at those thighs, 
my mind swimming with thoughts of grabbing them and 
massaging them, bending her over and tearing a hole in her 
tights and revealing her wet hot... 


Get it together, I roar in my mind. You only just met the 
woman. 


But it doesn’t feel like that, not one bit. 
It’s not just my body rioting at the reality of her, either. 


“T don’t have folks,” she said, and I felt a twinging in my 
chest that’s difficult to identify. I can only name it as an 
enhanced version of what Sparky makes me feel... human, 
perhaps. 


Yeah, maybe this woman makes me feel human. 


In the lights of the car, I see ridiculous vignettes, like this 
gorgeous dark-haired woman all sweaty and deliriously 
happy from childbirth, our offspring cradled to her ample 
breast and a wide smile on her heaven-sent face. 


We did it, I imagine her saying. We really did it, Damian. 


I try to tell myself to let her go, to drop her off at the 
nearest police station, but then my mind catapults into a 
future where another man tries to lay claim to her, and 
murderous fire surges through me. 


I can never let that happens. 
She fucking belongs to me. 
“Where are you from?” I ask. 
“Why do you ask?” she sasses. 


Her eyes are dry now, but her cheeks still glisten with the 
memory of tears. 


“Just making conversation,” I snarl. “No need to bite my 
damn head off.” 


Maybe if I put up a wall of steeliness between us I won’t 
give in to this overwhelming hunger. That’d put the mother 
of all spanners into my plans, derailing the whole thing. 


Get Sparky—head to the West Coast and start my life on the 
property there. 


Meeting a woman with heavenly curves and hellish hot 
Sassiness was not part of the damn plan. 


“You'd think you’d show more gratitude after I saved your 
life,” I go on, unable to stop myself, my chest getting tight 
and my fists clenching tighter. 


“Fair enough,” she says a moment later. “Thank you, 
Damian. I really am grateful. Do you think they’ve found his 
body yet?” 


I glance at her briefly, taking in the luscious green of her 
eyes, wide and frantic as though she’s still living in a world 
of shock... maybe only now starting to climb out of it. 


“What?” she murmurs. “Why are you looking at me like 
that?” 


I turn back to the road. “Like what?” 


She laughs, a low sweet sound, a sound I could listen to for 
a hundred years. “Like I’m some specimen on a freaking lab 
table and you’re examining me.” 


No, Dakota, I want to say. You’re not a specimen. You’re a 
goddamn treat. And I don’t want you on a lab table, but I 
reckon it’ll do when you’re naked and the curvaceous 
beauty of your bare flesh is waiting for me to indulge in. 


Grabbing those hips, sliding my hands up to the big fleshy 
globes of those breasts, sliding my hand down her belly and 
then her mound and feeling the slick wetness there... 


Fuck, it’d be perfect. 


“Tt’s just civilians don’t normally take stuff like this so 
lightly,” I say after a pause. 


“I... I’ve seen people die before.” 
“Oh,” I mutter. 


“My parents,” she goes on in a rush. “When I was a kid 
somebody broke in and they killed them right in front of me 
and I saw the whole thing. And I guess then I sort of tried to 
harden myself. Maybe that’s why I always found it hard to 
make friends and... And anyway, I’m sorry. I’m oversharing. 


I’m just so tired. I hardly know what I’m saying. I’m sorry, 
Damian—” 


“You have nothing to be sorry about,” I snarl fiercely. “Not 
with me, not ever.” 


Stop, this is too damn much. 


I let out a growling sigh and stare hard at the empty 
country road, telling myself that I won’t look at her again 
until I’m telling her she has to leave. I’ve got plans with 
Sparky, plans of solitude and isolation and forgetting about 
the rest of the world. 


Just quiet. Just nothing. 
I almost laugh at the thought. 
To think that I could abandon her now is madness. 


“T’m sorry about your parents,” I murmur. “I lost mine, too. 
When I was young.” 
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Quiet, man. Why are you sharing this? 


“Yeah, they were involved in a plane crash when I was four 
years old. I hardly remember them.” 


She reaches across and places her hand on my arm, the 
simple touch sending sizzling need down my arm and 
through my body and right to the base of my manhood. I 
feel it stiffen even more than it already is, and suddenly I’m 
sure I’m going to pull the car over and maul her right here. 


My business is all about control, and here I am teetering on 
the edge of abandon at a simple touch. 


I shrug her hand away. Otherwise, I don’t think I’ll be able 
to stop, kissing her neck, tasting her, palming those grab- 


me-now breasts and making her beg for my hot manhood to 
Slide into that pouting mouth, getting it nice and slick, and 
then between her breasts, fucking them hard, and then 
fucking her sweet tight pussy hardest of all... 


“Tt’s fine,” I grunt, shrugging so that she removes her hand. 
“Like I said, I barely remember them. No big deal.” 


“Fine,” she snaps, placing her hands in her lap. “What 
about his body, though?” 


“I don’t know,” I muse. “Probably not. Dobry would have 
told his men to leave him alone so that he could...” 


Flames hiss in my chest and I wish I could kill the bastard 
all over again. 


“So that he could rape me,” Dakota says coldly. 
“Yes,” I say, just as coldly. 


“Its kind of beautiful out here,” Dakota says a moment 
later, gesturing at the countryside, the night darkened 
fields all around us. To the west, a lone tree stands, a 
granite pencil drawing, only its shape visible. “I mean, if we 
were just on a casual drive, you know? Then it would be 
beautiful.” 


“T know what you mean,” I tell her. 


“What’s going to happen to the other women?” Dakota 
asks. 


“Dobry’s older brother, Andrei, will most likely come from 
Moscow to arrange his brother’s business. I imagine he’ll 
stake his claim on them.” 


She shivers. “Is he better than Dobry? Is he less cruel?” 


A part of me wants to lie to her, but something inside of me 
recoils sharply at the thought. As long as I live, I will do my 


best to never lie to this woman. 


Even the thought is fucking insanity. I shouldn’t be thinking 
things like this about a woman I only met less than an hour 
ago—a woman I met on a job, no less. 


And yet it’s there, as undeniable as the way she makes my 
heart pound like a war drum. 


“No,” I say. “Andrei is a monster. Maybe more calculated 
than his little brother, but a monster all the same. He’s the 
main boss in the Bratva. Dobry was his second in 
command.” 


“It’s not fair,” she whispers. “Why should I be here and not 
them?” 


“Do you want me to take you back?” I snap. 


She shoots me a look, pure sass. It makes me want to grab 
her by her shoulders and drag her into my lap, to grind my 
entrapped manhood against her ass cheeks and watch as 
her sassiness explodes even more. 


Goddamn, she’s a sexy sassy fucking queen. 
“Do you always have to be such an asshole?” she says. 
I smirk. “Nah, just most of the time.” 


She giggles, and then clamps her hand over her mouth. “I 
didn’t laugh,” she says quickly. “Because I’d never laugh at 
anything you said, Damian. I just sneezed.” 


“Sounded pretty damn strange for a sneeze,” I banter, 
unable to stop myself. 


Despite everything, she’s smiling, I’m smirking, and I feel as 
if an invisible rope has coiled around us and is slowly 
tightening, making it so I’ll never be able to break free. 


But even that’s a damn lie. 
I don’t want to break free, that’s the truth. 


Finally, I pull into the parking lot of the motel, my eyes 
scanning the building, some of the rooms quiet and others 
beaming yellow electric light into the lot. 


And then I hear it, the high pitched yapping. 
Sparky. 

My eyes focus on my room. 

The door is open. 


A man stands out front, a tattooed, Bratva man, his hand 
near his hip. 


“They’re taking my fucking dog,” I snarl. “What the fuck? 
How did they find me? What the fuck is happening?” 


CHAPTER SIX 


D akota 


Damian’s rage fills the car like an odor, his eyes flaring and 
his fists gripping the steering wheel so hard his knuckles 
turn white. He grinds his teeth from side to side, staring 
across the motel parking lot. 


“This is wrong,” he snarls. “This is bad.” 


I almost flinch when a cellphone starts to ring, and 
instinctively I reach for my pocket before remembering that 
they took my cellphone when they took my freedom. 


Damian takes out a burner cell and answers it, but never 
takes his eyes off the motel room. 


The dog’s yipping has become high pitched and one of the 
men is shouting, clearly trying to wrangle the dog. I’m 
guessing these men want to use Sparky as ransom or bait. 


Fire floods into me at the thought. I may never have met 
Sparky - I may have just met this man - but I saw the way 
Damian’s face changed when he realized what was 
happening. 


Just for a second, the gruff shield fell and pain lanced into 
his features. 


“What the fuck?” Damian snaps into the cellphone. 
A pause, and then Damian explodes. 


“You’re sorry? You sold me out, Jenkins. You sold me out 
and now you've put the life of an innocent animal in danger. 
Wait—Jenkins, Jenkins. Motherfuck.” 


“What?” I gasp. 

He looks coldly at me, clenching his teeth. 
“They killed my contact,” he murmurs. 
“Who did?” 


“The Bratva,” he says. “Andrei, Dobry’s older brother. 
Jenkins betrayed me and then they killed him, but not 
before tracing my damn call to this motel. They’re going to 
take Sparky because they know it’ll force me to come to 
them.” 


“Well, then,” I say fiercely. “We better not let that happen.” 


For the briefest moment, he smirks, but then he becomes 
deadly serious. 


“Stay here,” he says. “Il handle this.” 


“Wait,” I say quickly, placing my hand on his arm again, 
which feels far more natural than it has any right to. 


“T want to help. Please, let me. You saved me. Now let me 
help save your dog.” 


Damian considers me for a moment, and then Sparky’s 
yipping gets even louder. 


“Okay,” Damian growls. “But you have to run and get far 
away from here if anything happens to me. You have to get 
to safety. I can’t let anything happen to you.” 


Why, Damian? Do you feel for me like I feel for you? 
I beat that thought down. 


Even if this wasn’t the craziest scenario ever - even if we 
were just two regular people in a club - he’d never go for 
me, this seven foot tall silver haired giant, this alpha among 
alphas. He could have any woman he wanted, so why the 
heck would he pick the curvy girl with the messed up past 
and the hopeless future? 


This must be about something else. Maybe it’s as simple as 
him not wanting a civilian to die on his watch, with all the 
mess and the questions that’d bring. 


Or maybe it’s more— 
No, I won’t let myself hope. 
“Dakota,” he snaps. “Do we have a deal?” 


“Yes, lll be safe,” I whisper. “I promise.” 


I sway past the motel room, veering from side to side as 
though drunkenly trying to keep my balance. 


The voices of the men come to me, vicious and Russian, with 
Sparky still leaping around the room and yapping in his 
agile escape attempts. 


I turn to the man at the door, making sure that I’m standing 
next to the van like Damian instructed me. 


Okay, Miss Harkness, it’s time to make you proud. 


Miss Harkness was my drama teacher and I try to 
remember what scant details I can as I raise my voice and 
call over to the guard. He’s a short, wide-shoulder man with 
a misshapen nose and an elaborate tattoo covering one half 
of his face. 


His gaze snaps to me when I call over. 
“What?” he grunts, in a heavy accent. 
“Do you hear barking?” I say, slurring my voice. 


“Yes, it’s our dog,” the man grunts. “Nothing to worry 
about.” 


“Wait, it’s real?” I say, giggling like a madwoman. “The 
barking is real?” 


“Yes,” the man snaps, taking a step forward. 
Yes, yes. 


Damian has already started prowling along the walkway, 
flat against the wall, moving insanely quiet for a man of his 
impressive size. 


“T was just asking, asshole,” I hiss, raising my voice now. 
“No need to be so freaking rude.” 


“You little bitch,” the man growls, taking yet more steps 
forward, creating a Damian-sized gap between him and the 
wall. “Why don’t you come over here and say that, eh?” 


“Why don’t you come over here?” I counter. “You ugly...pig- 
fucking piece of crap.” 


The man’s face hardens and he ducks his head, striding 
toward the edge of the walkway. 


Like a jungle cat emerging from the underbrush, Damian 
stalks up behind him and wraps his thick arm around his 


throat, holding him pinned in place. 


Damian turns the man and whispers something in his ear. I 
don’t know exactly what he says, but I know he’s forcing the 
man to draw out his friends. 


The man says something in Russian. 


Damian steps toward the door, holding the man close to his 
chest, as though getting ready to throw him. 


And then he does throw him when one of the other men 
emerges. 


I suck in a sharp stunned breath as I watch the man fly like 
a rag doll across the walkway, slamming into his friend and 
causing them both to go flying to the floor. 


Then I’m forced to stay, fighting the urge to run in there 
after him and help. I can’t see what’s going on, just hear it 
—a crash, a yelp, a scream, and then a cry. 


My heart begins to thunder as though this man is my 
husband, my lifelong friend, my something. 


I grip my hands together as though in prayer, begging 
silently for Damian and Sparky to be okay. I don’t know if l'll 
be able to get back in the car and drive away, if he doesn’t 
emerge, like he told me to. 


I can’t leave him. 


Bizarre instincts rise in me, out-of-place notions like 
drawing his lust out of him with clumsy lover’s hands and 
then guiding it to my sex, sitting down, feeling him drive 
hotly up between my thighs and then empty himself, oh, 
God, empty every last drop deep into my womb so that even 
if something happens to him, I have a piece of him, my man, 
my savior. 


I shake my head. 


Adrenalin and fear and all that messy stuff is making me 
crazy, that’s all. 


It’s been one hell of a night. 
That’s all, I try to tell myself. 


But then do I really believe that tomorrow I’m going to 
wake up and happily leave Damian to live his life without 
me? 


“Come on, come on,” I whisper, gripping onto the cold edge 
of the van and staring hard at the threshold. 


Finally, Damian steps out, ducking his head, a white 
sausage dog cradled in one arm and his other hand 
gripping a shining silver knuckle-duster, catching the 
electric light of the parking lot as he moves. The sausage 
dog has gray and black patches dotted here and there, and 
he’s shivering as Damian passes by me, nodding toward his 
dark colored sedan. 


“Come on, Dakota,” he says. He shakes his hand, dislodging 
the knuckle-duster and letting it clatter on the concrete. 
Seeing me looking, he grunts, “It wasn’t mine. I might be a 
hitman, but I’m not a thief. Come on.” 


I snap out of a waking dream and chase after him, climbing 
into the passenger side and silently taking Sparky when 
Damian thrusts him at me. 


“Good boy,” I whisper, moving my hands over his warm fur. 
“It’s okay. Good boy. You’re a good little boy, aren’t you?” 


As Damian backs the car out, Sparky hops onto his hind 
legs and places his forepaws on my chest, stretching out his 
sausage body so that he can lick at my face. 


Damian glances over, his lips twitching in a near-smile. “I 
think he likes you.” 


“T’m so glad he’s safe,” I whisper. 


I’m so glad you're safe, I want to say, but I focus on Sparky 
instead, rubbing his body up and down and letting him kiss 
my face as much as he wants. 


Damian drives down the road, picking up speed but staying 
within the speeding limit, letting out a shaky breath after a 
few minutes of driving. 


“Fucking hell, if they’d hurt him...” 
“Tt’s okay, Damian. Look. He’s fine.” 


He reaches across and tickles him behind the ear, which I 
just so happen to be tickling, too. 


Our fingers touch and electricity sizzles up my arm, swarms 
into my body, dances around, and sets off a series of 
blinding fireworks. He keeps his hand there for a moment, 
his eyes searing into me, but not like the guards’ would. 


This is a good searing, a wonderful burning. 
He’s scorching me up from the inside. 


“Did you call that guy a pig fucker?” Damian growls a 
moment later, withdrawing his hand and chuckling grimly. 


“Yeah, it’s just what came to me,” I laugh shakily as my 
body dumps all the pent-up tension. 


“Well, it worked,” Damian says. 
“Are they...” 


“No, they’re alive,” Damian murmurs. “But they’re gonna 
be in the hospital for a while.” 


I let my head fall back on the headrest as Sparky clambers 
atop me, paws resting on my shoulders like we’re hugging. 


“What do we do now?” I ask. 
“Honestly? I don’t—” 
His words are cut off by the ringing of his cellphone. 


“I bet I know who that is,” he snarls, taking it out of his 
pocket. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


D amian 


“Are you there, Damian?” Andrei says, his voice sharp and 
not as heavily accented as his brother’s. 


I feel Dakota watching me curiously, her hands buried in 
Sparky’s fur as she stares. After a moment of hesitation - 
she’s in this now - I put the phone on speaker and lay it on 
the dashboard. 


“Pm here,” I tell him. 
“Good, that is good,” he murmurs. 


I keep driving, keeping a steady pace, eyes flitting between 
the road and the rearview as I guide us toward the city. 
Soon it’ll be time to go west, but things have changed, and I 
need to make a pickup. A small voice whispers again to take 
Dakota to safety, but the thought of leaving her nearly turns 
me into a savage. 


“T should thank you,” Andrei says a moment later. 


I say nothing. In my experience, it’s weak men who feel the 
need to fill the silence with their words, as though by 


talking they can wish their realities into changing. 
I drive. I wait. 


I fight the urge to place my hand on Dakota’s face to feel 
the heat of her cheeks, the life essence of her. 


“With my little brother out of the way, I am free to rule the 
Bratva as I see fit,” he goes on. “Do not mistake me. I had 
love for my brother. But the heart cannot be allowed to rule 
in this world. A man must have his own code of ethics. I 
think you understand that. You kill men you have marked as 
evil for their deeds, and perhaps this helps you sleep at 
night. Me, I never leave a task unfinished, and this helps me 
sleep. That is why they call me Wolf. I never quit. I never 
stop chasing.” 


I laugh grimly. “Maybe they call you Wolf because you never 
stop howling. Why don’t you say something that actually 
means something, motherfucker?” 


He tuts. “Insults? I thought we were above this.” 
“You thought wrong.” 


I pause at the intersection, the traffic picking up a little 
here as it joins the road properly toward the city, not the 
country road we’ve been driving down. I signal and then 
pull out, rejoining the flow of civilization, hoping to lose 
myself in the anonymity of it all. 


The air is laced with winter cold, a few crystalline 
snowflakes dancing. 


“Ts the girl with you?” Andrei asks a moment later. 


My whole body recoils at the thought of Andrei targeting 
Dakota. I have to focus hard on keeping my eyes on the 
road, my heartbeat pulsing so heavily it sends waves of 
urgency all through my body. 


“Why?” I snap. 


He laughs delightedly. “How strange, the fierceness in your 
voice. Does this girl mean something to you? I assumed you 
merely met her by chance. I am surprised you took her, in 
truth. You have completed jobs in the past and never 
stooped to rescuing damsels...” 


It’s true. Felix always taught me to drift in like smoke, do 
the job, and then drift out without taking anything, 
changing as little as possible. 


But not taking Dakota wasn’t an option, not when I felt my 
goddamn soul quivering at the proximity of her, as though it 
recognized its other half. 


Not when my seed flamed at the scent of her, as though it 
recognized its rightful home. 


“Give me the girl, Damian, and we will forget you exist.” 


Dakota sucks in a breath beside me. Her fear permeates 
the air of the car. I reach across and place a hand on her 
leg, squeezing briefly, but quickly have to let go when lust 
intrudes on the comfort and I get carnal ideas to slide 
further up that thick juicy beautiful thigh. 


“The girl?” I say, keeping my voice casual. 
“You didn’t expect that, did you?” 


“You have hundreds of slaves. I thought you’d be more 
concerned with avenging your brother’s murder.” 


“Oh, if you do not give me the girl, I will hunt you down and 
kill you both. I will take her in front of you and then I will 
slit her throat, I will slit your little cur’s throat, and then - 
only then - I will kill you. But all of that can be avoided. Give 
me Dakota Clark and you can disappear forever, just like 
you wished.” 


The lights of other cars pass back and forth as I join the 
traffic of the bridge, a whole army of them, with the city 
rising up in glittering obelisks ahead of us. This 
conversation feels strange so close to the real world, away 
from the world of death. 


“You were tracking me before I took her,” I point out. “You 
must’ve for your men to already be at my motel room.” 


“Yes,” Andrei says. “Loose ends, you see. I knew you were 
going to kill Dobry this evening. It is why I sent him so much 
good vodka. You should be thanking me so that they’d be 
sloppy. But... Do you believe in fate, Damian?” 


I grind my teeth from side to side, almost certain I can 
sense a change in Dakota’s scent. 


I glance at her again. 


She’s biting her bottom lip and her cheeks are pricked red, 
her eyes wide and staring honestly back at me, staring at 
me like the future mother of my children. 


I never believed in fate before I met her. That’s the damn 
truth. But I’m not going to share that with the Wolf. 


“Get to the point,” I snap. 


“That girl, Dakota Clark, it is a fateful turn of events that 
saw you take her when you could have taken any number of 
slaves. It might just save your life. Dakota belongs to me, 
you see.” 


“What? What the fuck are you talking about?” I growl, 
almost roaring that he’s dead wrong. 


She doesn’t belong to him. She belongs to me. 


Forever. 


“I won’t go into details,” Andrei says, the first hints of 
impatience shivering into his otherwise calm tone. “It is 
enough for me to say that this girl is mine in every sense of 
the word. Even before we picked her up, she belonged to 
me. So return my property and you can go free.” 


“No,” I snarl. “Never. Do you hear me, Andrei, Wolf, 
whatever the fuck your name is? Never.” 


“What is she to you?” Andrei snaps. 
Everything. 


“You seem to think you’re talking to the Bratva or the Mafia 
or some other scumbag criminal,” I say fiercely. “But you’re 
not. You’re talking to me. To Damian fucking Drake. And if 
you’ve done your research, you'll know I’m not the sort of 
man to deal in flesh.” 


“This is a mistake—” 


“T will kill a hundred of your men to stop you from taking 
her—a thousand. I don’t care.” 


He tuts again, making me want to wrap my hands around 
his throat and squeeze until his eyeballs explode out of his 
goddamn head. 


“You are a hitman, an assassin, not a soldier. Do you truly 
believe you can take on my army?” 


“I guess we'll find out,” I say. 
“Now listen—” 


I open the window and toss the phone, hard, over the 
barrier of the bridge so that it goes sailing into the river 
below. 


His words resound around my head. 


She belongs to him? Who the fuck does he think he is? 


“Motherfucker,” I roar, slamming my fist against the 
steering wheel. 


“What did he mean?” Dakota whispers, her voice tangled 
with fear. 


“T was about to ask you the same thing,” I say. “You have no 
idea?” 


“No,” she says, shivering. 


She cradles Sparky close to her chest and something in me 
melts when I see my dog curl up in her arms, reality flitting 
for a moment and a baby taking his place, our baby. 


“Tt doesn’t matter,” I growl. “I won’t let him have you, 
Dakota. I swear. I'll die before that happens.” 


“Why?” she whispers. “Why would you do that for me, 
Damian?” 


I almost blurt it all out, that she’s mine, forever—she 
belongs to me. 


But then I hear the words in my mind and something 
strange happens. They repeat, but only this time it’s in 
Andrei’s voice. 


She’s just had one killer say that she’s his property. 


How will she react to me telling her the same thing, even if 
it’s true, even if I’d never hurt her? 


I don’t reply. I focus on the road. 


I expect Dakota to prompt me, but then she just sighs and 
turns to her window as we continue to drive over the 
bridge. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


D akota 


I sit on the motel bed with my knees to my chest, my arms 
wrapped around them squeezing tightly. 


The past few hours wash through my mind like an 
impossibility. 


We went into the city, to a rundown bar and then into the 
back, down a secret elevator, and into a small room lit with 
stark electric-blue light. I held Sparky to my chest as 
Damian went around the room, tossing guns and bundles of 
cash into a duffle bag until it was heavy with it. 


Then we left, climbing back into his sedan and speeding out 
of the city, taking a path north. 


I glance around the motel room, the digital clock telling me 
in blood-red letters that it’s four o’clock in the morning, and 
yet my body is too wired to allow me to sleep as if any 
second the door is going to bust open and Andrei is going to 
come barreling through. 


His words bite sharply into me every time I remember 
them, confusion following the terror. 


He wants me? 
Why? 


I’m was just one of their many slaves, another random face 
in their depravity. 


The room lies in semidarkness, lit by the bedside lamp. 
Everything is neat and clean, and yet there’s a motel smell 
in the air like the carpet has been vacuumed too many 
times, and now it’s letting out all its old smells in revenge. 


I sigh and my gaze flits to the door that connects to 
Damian’s room. 


“Interconnecting rooms,” he told me, nodding at the door 
when he led me in here. “If you need anything, just knock. 
I’ll keep a lookout. You’re safe.” 


Then he left me, Sparky trailing at his feet. 


The heater hums from the corner, but the cold still creeps 
into my body, causing me to shiver. The only thing that 
warms me is thinking about Damian, the way he saved me 
from Dobry, but also his confusing comments in the car. 


I won't let anything happen to you. 


He just left it at that, but I wanted to throw myself at him 
and slide into his lap, taste his lips and grind hotly against 
him, panting, hungry for his touch. I wanted to see if I could 
make his manhood hard by grinding my ass against his 
crotch, pressing my breasts up against his muscled chest, 
finding his lips... 


It’s silly, it’s crazy, fine. 


But then this whole thing is downright crazy. 


I force myself to lie down and close my eyes, trying to focus 
on breathing slowly, letting the exhaustion of my body 
translate to my mind. 


But my mind has different plans, and the moment I shut my 
eyelids and bring myself into darkness, scenes start to play 
out in the depths of my consciousness. 


I imagine Damian walking in here in a pair of shorts, his 
bare chest massive and muscled and glistening with his 
lust-fueled sweat. He stalks across the room the same way 
he stalked up to that man outside the motel, as silent and 
deadly as the hitman he is. 


“I saved you,” he snarls. “Now you’re my prize. Get those 
clothes off— now. I won’t ask again.” 


Then he grows impatient and dives onto the bed with his 
ferocious speed, grabbing my tights and tearing them free. 


He yanks my skirt down and slides his hands all over my 
bare flesh, squeezing, not caring that I’m curvier than most 
women. 


He finds my sex and cups it, softly at first, but then I slide 
my hands through his iron hair and beg him to do it faster, 
harder... 


I try to fight the urge, but something has awoken inside of 
me, through the blood and the violence and the craziness. 


Hope. 


Hope that I can finally be rid of the hell that was Dobry’s 
estate, hope that I can stay alive, that I can not only survive 
but live. 


And what is life without desire, without heat, without 
longing? 


I slide my hand under my skirt and down my tights, past my 
panties, and start softly toying with my clit and my lips, 
rubbing up and down as my mind disappears into the 
imagined scene. 


“Suck me,” he snarls, glaring down at me with those hard 
eyes. “Suck me until I tell you to stop, Dakota, you beautiful 
fucking goddess. Get me nice and wet for your desperate 
little cunt.” 


We stayed in shared barracks at the estate, so of course, I 
never had the chance to touch myself, to please myself. 


And neither would I want to, not with the ever-present 
possibility of the guards swaggering into the room. 


Something is wrong with you, a voice hisses in my mind. 
You saw a man shot in the face a few hours ago, and now 
you're doing this? 


Fine, then. 
Screw it. 


Something’s wrong with me and I don’t give a damn, 
because disappearing into dreams of Damian is so much 
sweeter than thinking about everything else. 


In my fantasy, I’m not nervous or scared. I know exactly 
what to do as I perch nakedly on the edge of the bed, 
bringing my mouth to his manhood, engorged and veined 
and swollen as I open my lips wide and take him, all of him. 


In my dream I grab onto his hips and suck him hard, 
looking up at him to see how much he wants it, to see how 
valuable he finds me as I bob my head up and down. 


I feel so freaking sexy as the fantasy warps - my fingers are 
stroking my clit fast and hard now, my pussy beginning to 


burn up from the inside - and I’m bent over, looking over 
my shoulder at him. 


“Fuck me,” I moan, shaking my ass far more confidently 
than I’d ever be able to do in real life. “Take hard, Damian. 
Take me like you own me.” 


I slide my finger down into my hole, pushing in and feeling 
how absolutely soaked I am. Nobody has ever gotten me 
this wet before. 


No thought, no touch, nothing has ever brought me this 
close. 


But thoughts of Damian cause a river of hot lava to swell in 
my center, making two of my fingers slide in easily. 


I move them quickly, teasing myself, imagining as forcefully 
as I can that its Damian’s massive cock instead. 


And then I lose myself in the delirium, my mind shifting so 
that - in the lust-filled dream - there are many Damians, 
three, four, five ... too many to count. 


They surround me with their pale eyes and their grim-set 
lips and their massive, swollen cocks, and suddenly I’m 
pleasing a whole room of Damians, moaning and bouncing 
and sucking and— 


Knock knock. 


I let out a panting breath, the orgasm barreling into me at 
the exact same moment as the knock, opening my eyes as it 
twists and warps through me, causing my belly to go tight 
and my pussy to pulse and make my panties even wetter. 


“Y-yes?” I call, the pleasure coursing through me like 
electricity. 


“Tt’s me,” Damian says. 


“Y-yes?” I say again, the only word I’m able to summon, 
apparently. 


I take a deep breath, removing my hands from my panties 
and shivering as the last tremors of the orgasm pass 
through me. 


Guilt pricks at me when I wonder what Damian would say if 
he knew what I’d just done, and who I’d done it over. 


“I heard ... moaning,” he growls. “I thought maybe you 
were having a nightmare.” 


“No, I’m fine,” I say. 

“Ts the door unlocked?” 

“Yeah, I think so,” I say, heart, thundering in my ears. 
“Okay, I’m coming in.” 


He pushes the door open, wearing a black Tshirt that 
wraps around his muscled frame. His bare arms display the 
fine cuts of his biceps. His hair is swept to the side and his 
icy eyes bite into me as he strides in, looking down at my 
face, jaw tight, fists clenched. 


He’s trembling, I note, shaking like a volcano about to 
explode. 


“Are you okay?” I murmur, sitting up. 
“No,” he snarls. “Not one fucking bit.” 


I stand up and walk to him, close enough I can smell the 
musky manly scent of him. 


“What’s wrong?” I ask. 


“T think you know,” he snarls, walking even closer to me. He 
stops, staring down at me, raising his hands as though to 


touch my face. My heart pauses. My skin riots with a 
thousand sensations. “It has something to do with those 
goddamn noises you were just making.” 


He leans down, bringing his face closer and closer to mine. 


CHAPTER NINE 


D amian 


I’ve tried to fight this all damn night. 


Sitting with my back to the wall and my gun resting on the 
floor between my feet, Sparky curled up in the bathroom on 
a bundle of towels, I tried to fight it. 


I told myself that it’s not fair, I just saved her from a psycho 
criminal. 


We’re moving too fast. 
I’m putting unnecessary pressure on her. 
Blah-blah-fucking-blah. 


None of it rang true in my mind, not when I thought about 
those big milk-giving breasts and those hips made for 
squeezing and bearing children, not when I thought about 
how wide and spunky her eyes would get when I plunged 
into the sweet juiciness of her pussy. 


Not when I closed my eyes and summoned her scent, the 
sweet tanginess of it. 


Not when I thought about the sassiness, the character in 
her voice, her quick wit, her... her fucking everything. 


And then I heard her moans rising into the air, her breath 
catching, and I knew I had to charge over here. 


Maybe part of me was still trying to fight, though, when I 
made up that lame excuse about thinking she was having a 
nightmare. 


But as she stands in front of me, her hair all messy, her 
cheeks flaming red, I can’t fight it anymore. 


“Do you have any idea—” 


I turn around whip-fast when somebody bangs on the door, 
three consecutive hammers that feel like they make the 
very room tremble. 


Fuck. 


I hold my hand up for Dakota to remain silent and then 
move toward the door, muttering a silent thanks that 
Sparky hasn’t decided to start barking. He’s usually good 
about noises and things like that, but with an excitable 
young dog, it’s always hard to be sure. 


I stalk to the window and peel back the curtains, just about 
ready to do some serious damage to any bastard foolish 
enough to interrupt what I was about to do to Dakota, the 
way I was going to unleash myself on her like the wild beast 
Iam. 


Bang-bang-bang. 


“Janine?” the man slurs, barely holding onto the neck of a 
whiskey bottle in one hand as he raises his fist to the door 
again. “Janine? Ya in there? I—” He pauses to burp, and 
then hammers the door again. “Janine?” 


It’s hard to make out the man’s features in the dark, but I 
can tell that he’s tall and wiry, with a mop of dark-colored 
hair. 


“Its just some drunk guy,” Dakota murmurs, walking up 
beside me. 


“Could be,” I agree, keeping my voice quiet. “Or could be a 
decoy to get us out there. Impossible to know.” 


“What do we do?” 
“We wait,” I tell her. “He’ll go away eventually.” 


I watch the parking lot for any sign of the Bratva, a flicker 
of metal that might be a gun, a movement that might be 
men approaching, anything. 


“Janine, if you’re in there... I love you, okay? I love you and 
I’m sorry.” 


Suddenly, another door snaps open and a woman’s voice 
rises into the night. “Johnny? The fuck are you doing?” 


“J-Janine?” the man moans. 


“You got the wrong room, you asshole. Come on, get in 
here. Folks are trying to sleep.” 


“Janine,” the man cries, walking away on shaky legs. 


I shake my head, turning to find that Sparky has wandered 
into the room, looking up at me in that imploring way he 
has. He tilts his head and his eyes narrow as if to say, We 
both know what needs to happen here. 


“He wants to go out,” I mutter. 
“Ts it safe?” 


I turn to her, offering her a smirk. 


A disjointed part of me is wondering if the interruption was 
a sign. 


What would the message be, then? 


Don’t kiss her. It isn’t right. She’s only just got out of 
captivity. 


But I can’t bring myself to care about that as fiercely as 
maybe I should. Even now, I find myself fighting the urge to 
grab her and kiss her hard... but then I know that IIl lose 
control, the feral part of me awakening, and IIl have to 
claim every inch of her. 


“Probably safer than trying to keep the gremlin in here 
when he needs to go,” I say. “Lock the doors and don’t 
answer them for anybody apart from me. We won’t be 
long.” 


“Uh—okay.” 


I note her hesitation, wondering if she’s wondering why I’m 
not grabbing her and kissing her hard. 


Because clearly, that’s what I was about to do. 


I walk into the bedroom and collect Sparky’s leash, 
attaching it to his collar and sliding silently from the room, 
locking the door behind me, and then walking to the edge 
of the walkway to a patch of grass. 


I keep my hand near my hip, ready to snatch my gun ata 
moment’s notice, and my hunter’s eyes search the night as 
Sparky walks in small circles, finding the best place to pee. 


“What the hell am I going to do, boy?” I whisper. 
He tilts his head up at me. 


“T want her, that’s the damn truth,” I go on. “But falling for 
a woman, goddamn, it wasn’t part of the plan. And when I 


kiss her, fucking hell, Spark, I just know I’m going to have 
to claim her—claim her for life. What then? Do I really think 
she’s gonna feel the same, this woman I just met? Maybe 
I’m going crazy, eh?” 


Sparky does his business and then pads over to me, leaping 
onto his hind legs and pawing at my knees. I lean down and 
scoop him up, letting him lick my chin and then rest his 
head against my chest. 


“T know, boy,” I say quietly, moving my hand over his ears. 
“You’re not used to me being so indecisive, are you? I guess 
I should be more worried about Andrei and his Bratva 
goons. But you wanna know the fucked up thing, boy? Part 
of me is glad that fate is forcing me to spend more time with 
Dakota. I can’t leave her now, can I? I can’t let anything 
happen to her.” 


I carry Sparky back to the room and lock the door behind 
me, lying on the bed and letting him climb atop me and curl 
up, snoring softly. 


I rarely dream, as though my mind knows better than to 
stray to the locked corners of my consciousness. 


But this evening - this morning - this in-between space 
finds me sitting atop a throne of glorious gold with floating 
angels dancing around me, their voices pitched low and 
soothing and majestic as their music cures everything, 
cures me. 


I find myself glowing from the inside, as I listen to their 
voices getting sweeter and sweeter. 


Then something scrapes down my face and I groan, sitting 
up to find Sparky perched on my chest, his paws on my 


face. I blink, giving him a stroke and rubbing sleep from my 
eyes. 


I listen, head tilted. 


The singing is still there even more magical and beautiful 
now than it was in the dream. 


I stand up and walk toward the door to Dakota’s room, 
pressing my ear against the wood and listening to her voice, 
wavering and dancing in the air. 


“There was a songbird,” she sings. “And its name was truth. 
There was a swan song, and baby, baby, this one’s for you 
... A songbird, a songbird, and yet inside my soul—baby, a 
songbird, a songbird, but your heart is still black as coal.” 


“Beautiful,” I growl. 
“Huh?” Dakota says, far closer to the door than I judged. 


My appreciation for her singing has messed with my 
hunter’s instincts for distance. 


“Beautiful,” I say, louder. 


I grab the door and push it open, not bothering to ask this 
time. 


Falling to sleep last night, regrets hounded me. 
I should have grabbed her. 
I should have kissed her. 


I’ve been overthinking this whole damn thing and soon it’ll 
be time to rectify that. Dakota’s a fully-grown woman and 
babying her is just damn stupid. 


When I tell her she’s mine, Fl let her make her own 
decision. 


But she will fucking know. 
Soon. 


She’s standing there in her servant’s uniform still, a sexy 
tangy smell drifting off of her, human and appealing. I find 
myself wishing she’d stay like this for a week, getting 
tangier and sweeter, so I can run my tongue all over her 
curvy body and taste the welcome juiciness of her flesh, like 
a beast lapping a mate to solidify their intimacy. 


Her hair is tied up, pulled back to show the round cuteness 
of her face. 


“You heard that?” she says. “Thin walls, I guess.” 
“It was beautiful,” I growl. 


She flinches, tilting her head. “I... You’re a puzzle, Damian. 
Do you know that?” 


“How’s that?” I growl. 
“Just—you are, that’s all. What’s the plan?” 


“Oh, pretty simple,” I say, smirking. “Outrun some 
international criminals. Fight off an army. Escape with our 
lives intact.” 


“Okay, clever man,” she giggles. “But I mean what’s the 
plan for today?” 


“We’re driving to Ohio. I’ve got a little country safe house 
there. It’s the only place I can think of where we can hole 
up and deal with this madness.” 


“Can we...” She pauses. “Deal with this, I mean?” 


Never lie to her. She’s going to be the mother of your 
children. 


“T don’t know,” I say, looking her straight in the eye. “But I 
promise I’ll die before I let anything happen to you.” 


She sighs and then opens her mouth as though she’s going 
to say something. She closes it and then shakes her head. 


“A puzzle, Damian,” she murmurs. “Seriously.” 


CHAPTER TEN 


D akota 


I sit in the passenger side, stroking Sparky in my lap, 
occasionally sneaking glances at Damian as we drive across 
the States. 


Down long field-bordered roads, through snow-blanketed 
lands, past endless truck stops and diners and little dot-on- 
the-map towns, we drive, on and on, for eight-plus hours. 
We only stop to use the bathroom twice and to grab a quick 
bite to eat. 


We say little, as though we’ve both agreed to retreat into 
our private worlds and process the last twenty-four hours. 


Perhaps if I was normal, sane, whatever the heck that is, my 
mind would be firmly rooted on the psychopath who tried to 
assault me and the way his body bucked and fell when the 
bullet tore through him. 


But mostly I think about Damian the Puzzle and his 
confusing behavior. 


Last night, when he basically acknowledged I’d been 
touching myself, leaned in ... and then the drunk guy 
interrupted us and he stopped. I was left wondering if I’d 
imagined the whole thing. 


But then this morning, when he called my voice beautiful, 
angels of light danced through my body. The praise made 
me feel like I was going to take off, float like a song note 
into the air. 


I'll die before I let anything happen to you. 
Surely that means something. 


Surely that means that these crazy images that keep 
cycling through my mind - me and Damian hand in hand as 
an old married couple, me and Damian at a summer lake 
with a guitar in my lap and our children splashing in the 
azure water, me and Damian twisted and tangled in bed 
together - surely it means that, just maybe, he’s feeling it 
too. 


Feeling what? a voice mutters within. 


This crazy attraction, this feeling that I was in that room for 
a reason with Dobry—so that I could meet his killer. 


Fate. 


I look across at him now, as we drive through a forest of 
leafless trees, their branches turned white with the 
constant snowfall. The heat blasts and turning my cheeks 
red, making me sleepy, but I focus on Damian and the 
steady way he drives the car, wondering if he’ll drive our 
lives just as steadily. 


I wish I could reach inside that silver head of his and get 
access to his thoughts. 


Does she really think I’d be attracted to her? I’ve had 
supermodels. I’ve had socialites. I’ve had royalty. I’ve had a 
million women more attractive than her. Is she insane? 


Is that what he’s thinking, as he feels my gaze burning into 
him? 


The cottage is hidden down a country road that the sedan is 
just about able to navigate. Sparky sits up as we bump our 
way deeper and deeper into the forest, the world already 
starting to turn dark, the sky bruising and shielding. Sparky 
tilts his head up at me, tongue hanging out. 


“T know,” I tease. “He’s not a very good driver, is he?” 


Damian smirks, glancing over at me briefly. “You sassy little 
thing,” he snarls. “I ought to make you pay for that.” 


My skin tingles, the same way it did last night when I was 
certain he was going to kiss me. 


“What did you have in mind?” I just about manage to force 
out, my tongue miraculously not becoming tied. 


Damian glances at Sparky and then grins like a wolf. 


“How about we get the pup set up inside, and then I show 
you, eh?” 


“See what I mean?” I sass right back, heart thudding, skin 
buzzing in a million different places. “Such a puzzle.” 


“Don’t worry,” he snarls. “I’ll solve it for you pretty damn 
soon.” 


I squeeze my legs together, my sex getting tight and wet, 
and suddenly the ridiculous idea that he can smell my 


sopping juices stabs into my mind. I tell myself I’m being 
silly. He’s not a freaking vampire, for God’s sake. 


Finally, we arrive at the cottage, a stocky building that looks 
like it’s built completely out of snow as it sits there, 
surrounded on all sides by trees. 


Sparky begins to wag his tail and yip happily, pawing at the 
passenger side door. 


“Has he been here before?” I ask. 


“Yeah,” Damian murmurs. “Just keep him here a sec while I 
check the place out.” 


“Tt looks deserted,” I comment. 
Damian nods. “That doesn’t mean much in my business.” 


“Its okay, boy,” I tell Sparky, holding him in my lap as 
Damian climbs from the car and approaches the building, 
gun in hand, looking every inch the indomitable hitman in 
his jet black coat, black jeans, and his thick black boots. 


He does a circuit of the cottage and then waves over to me, 
nodding. 


The moment I open the door, Sparky leaps out, marking the 
snow and then diving into a big pile of it, popping out the 
other side with a proud wiggle and a big pink grin on his 
face. 


I climb out—and slip, cursing loudly. 


I stumble and I’m about to fall on my face when thick 
powerful arms wrap around me, one hand bracing my hip 
and the other across my belly, bracing my shoulder. His 
forearm presses into my breasts, squashing them closely, 
causing my nipples to harden and a shiver to move through 
me. 


“Careful,” he growls in my ear, his breath hot, a sizzling 
contrast to the winter cold. 


“T never wear heels,” I whisper, very aware that neither of 
us is moving. 


We stay pressed together, his crotch against my ass. 
I can feel him, the hardness of his manhood. 
But then maybe it’s his belt? 


I don’t know. I can’t be sure. It’s not like I have a wealth of 
experience in that area. 


“There might be some clothes for you in the house,” he 
says, finally letting me go, but keeping his hand near me 
just in case, which I appreciate a hell of a lot. 


“Another woman’s clothes?” I snap, with way more 
flerceness in my voice than I intended. 


“Tt’s not like that,” Damian says firmly, looking me square in 
the eye. “I don’t have a lady. I’ve never wanted a lady if you 
want the fucking truth of it. No, the clothes are my aunt’s. 
She’s doesn’t live here anymore. This was my uncle’s place 
a long time ago, and he left it to me. I know it’s not ideal, 
wearing another woman’s clothes, but—” 


“No,” I say quickly, stunned by the passion in his voice, in 
his eyes, pinning me in place as though he’s contemplating 
a hundred sinful things right here in the snow. “It’s fine. 
Trust me, after living under their rule, I’m not exactly 
picky.” 


“TIl buy you a whole new wardrobe when this is over,” he 
snarls. “But J get to pick it, you hear?” 


I bite my lip, staring at him, telling myself I can’t be 
misinterpreting this. He wants me just as badly as I want 


him. 
What else could a comment like that mean? 
“Come on,” he growls. “Let’s get inside.” 


He goes to the car and grabs the duffel bag and I walk 
toward the cottage, most of its features hidden beneath 
blankets of snow. It looks like something out of a winter 
dreamland, the chimney coated in white, the windows 
glistening here and there where the glass pokes through 
the ice. 


Damian walks up behind me and takes out a set of keys, 
wiping aside snow and ice and then finding the lock. 


“How long since you were here?” I ask. 


“A few months,” he murmurs. “But only for maintenance, to 
make sure the heating and everything was still working. I 
haven’t stayed here for a very long time.” 


“Does that make me special?” I tease, stunned at the 
sassiness in my voice. 


But he just brings it out of me. 
He turns to me, staring in that solid way of his. 
“Yes,” he snarls. 


He gestures for me to go inside. I walk into the hallway, 
looking around at the rustic, wood-built interior, a major log 
cabin vibe screaming from everything—the wooden support 
beams, the fur rugs, the mounted animal heads on the 
walls. 


“Fake,” he says, catching me staring at a large elk’s head. 
“My aunt loves the style, but she hates animal cruelty.” 


He closes the door behind us and then walks toward the 
fireplace. 


“I stored some wood in the basement,” he says. “Wait here 
and then Ill get a fire going.” 


I nod. “What about Sparky?” 


“There’s a dog door at the back,” he says. “He knows not to 
venture too far. He’ll take himself for a little walk and then 
come back in about an hour or so.” 


“Okay,” I murmur. “T’ll just... wait here, then?” 


“Yes,” he growls, his eyes flitting up and down my body, a 
sudden intensity shadowing his expression. 


I sit on the comfy armchair next to the fireplace, moving my 
hands up and down my thighs as though that will dispel the 
anxious energy surging through me. 


But all that does is make my thighs tingle in anticipation. 
Is this it? 
Is this the moment we... 


What? a vicious voice hisses. What do you think you'll be 
able to do for a man like Damian? Who do you think you 
are? 


I try to fight that thought away, but the truth of it slams into 
me. 


My inexperience hangs over me like a scythe waiting to 
drop and ruin the potential intimacy of the moment. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


D amian 


I carry the logs up the stairs, my heart banging heavily in 
my chest, the beast inside of me trying to break out harder 
and fiercer with each moment. 


The way she looked as she stood there before the fireplace, 
her clothes clinging tightly to her curves, her eyes wide 
with anticipation, did something to me. 


And now I’m a fucking werewolf with the moon up, unable 
to fight this beastliness inside of me, not wanting to fight it. 


I poke my head out of the back door in the kitchen. 
“Sparky?” I call, just to be safe. 


He emerges from the forest, a big grin on his face, head 
tilted at me. “It’s okay, boy,” I tell him. “Good boy.” 


Happy with the freedom, he darts back into the forest, 
running circles around a tree, tail wagging frantically. I 
double-check that the dog door can swing back and forth, 
and then carry the logs into the living room. 


I have to focus on getting the fire started by purposefully 
not looking at Dakota. Otherwise, I’ll just leap on her right 
here, the way she sits with those big beautiful legs tucked 
beneath her ass, leaning sideways, a pose of casual sexiness 
that drives straight to the base of my rock hard manhood. 


I stoke the fire and then step back, letting the flames lick 
and spit and whirl to life. 


Then I turn to Dakota and stare down at her, my manhood 
downright throbbing now. 


“Stand up,” I tell her firmly. 


She rises to her feet, head cocked sassily, biting her lip for a 
moment. 


That causes lava to surge up my length, her cheeks pricking 
red, everything about her screaming at me to fuck her, to 
claim her, to own her. 


“Tve been trying to fight this,” I snarl, moving closer to her 
until her face is almost pressed right up against my chest. 


I stare down at her, leaning in, closer. 
Closer. 


“But I can’t. I don’t care if I should take it slow. As fucked 
up as it sounds, I don’t care if you’ve been through a lot. I 
don’t care if I’m taking advantage or any of that shit. 
Because if I go one more second without tasting those lips, 
I’ll go completely fucking crazy.” 


She gasps when I grip her hips and slide my hands around 
to her lower back, shoving her tight up against me, so that 
there’s as little room between us as possible. 


I lean down and bring my lips to hers with crushing force. 
She gasps again, this time muffled as our lips fuse together. 


She tastes like home, that’s the only damn thing I can think, 
sweet and just-her, a taste that swirls welcomingly around 
my mouth. 


She moans and wriggles against me, causing my hot hard 
cock to give another flare of need. 


I slide my hands down, squeezing those ample ass cheeks, 
indulging in her curvaceous flesh as I press them together, 
burying my hands in her oh-so-tempting flesh. 


Our tongues battle and then I kiss her cheek, getting closer 
to her ear, painting her in hot breaths and kisses. 


“T need to taste your sweet pussy,” I growl in her ear. “It’s 
all I can think about. I need to see if you taste as good as 
you smell. Lie on your back for me, Dakota. Let me eat that 
fucking cunt.” 


She gasps, squeezing onto my shoulders. 
“This is crazy. Oh my God.” 

“Ts that a no?” 

“Hell no,” she whimpers. 


I smirk like the savage animal I am and take her shoulders 
in my hands, lightly pushing her back onto the armchair. 
Then I fall to my knees and grab her skirt and her tights 
and her panties. 


I grab it all in bunches in my hands—and then I yank, hard, 
hungry to expose her bare bite-me flesh. 


A feral song roars inside of me as I reveal inch upon inch of 
her flesh, some of it dappled red where it’s gone from the 
cold of outside to the heat of the fire. Or maybe it’s her lust. 
I don’t know ... Whatever it is, I can’t resist bringing my 


mouth to the red dappled spots of her thick thighs and 
biting and kissing softly, tasting her tangy gorgeous sweat. 


“Fuck, you’re delicious,” I snarl. 
“R-really?” she whimpers. 


I lean back and stare at her, her knees trapped together 
with her tangled clothes. 


My cock pulses. 


Her pussy is framed by the shape of her legs, pushed 
together as if its precious pinkness is hiding from me. Her 
lips look slightly swollen in their neediness, her hole peeled 
open just a little, enough to make me salivate as I grab her 
clothes and pull them the rest of the way, leaving her thighs 
bare, her pussy completely mine now. 


Mine always. 


I grab her thighs and move her so that they’re draped over 
my shoulders, shifting close so that my face is a bare inch 
from her pussy. Her scent deafens me, becoming my world, 
as I lean closer and stroke my tongue up one of her lips, 
hyper-aware of the way it makes her shiver against me. 


“You like that,” I growl. 


“Y-yes,” she moans. “Oh God, it’s... your tongue is on fire, 
Damian.” 


“You do that to me,” I snarl, and then I can’t talk anymore. 


Reaching up to wrap my hands around her thighs, I pull her 
so that her beautiful tangy cunt is pressed right up against 
my face. 


And then I feast. 


I don’t have the ability to tease her and play with her when 
she’s this close to me. Instead, I gorge on her sweet slit, 
opening my mouth so that my upper lip is pressed against 
her clit and my lower lip is against her hole, darting my 
tongue all over the tapestry of her so that I can taste as 
much of her as possible. 


I slide my hands down, gripping her ass cheeks. The angle 
is awkward, but it’s worth it to squeeze onto those round 
fleshy treats as I growl and moan and feast. 


She twitches her hips against me, wriggling from side to 
side the quicker I lick, nibble, own. 


“Drench my fucking mouth,” I snarl. “I need to taste you, all 
of you. Do you understand me, you curvy beautiful sex 
goddess?” 


“Y-y-yes,” she moans, barely pushing the word out. 


I slide my tongue down, driving it into her soaked slit and 
grinding my upper lip against her clit at the same time, 
gulping and swallowing and taking as many of her pre- 
orgasmic juices as I can. 


She gasps and her hips start to buck and writhe like she’s 
trying to squirm away from the vise grip of my desire. 


But I squeeze onto her tighter, feeling every reverberation 
of her pleasure in the way her ass cheeks shake delectably 
for me, so meaty I feel my seed roaring and surging inside 
of me, hungry to explode up my starving shaft. 


“Oh—my—fuck—fuck ...” 
I greedily lap at her cunt as the orgasm claims her. 


She writhes against my face, her pussy sliding up and down 
my tongue, her lips, and then I swallow and gulp and taste 


as much of her squirting juices as I can, letting them fill my 
mouth as she gushes out her pleasure juices. 


There’s even more than I anticipated and I almost howl—I 
would howl if it didn’t mean taking my mouth away from the 
fountain of her dirty glorious fucking orgasm. 


Her moans dance in the air, just as sweet sounding as her 
singing earlier in the day, her pussy getting hotter than fire 
against my tongue as the last of her orgasm thunders out of 
her. 


“Jesus,” she whispers. “That was crazy.” 


“You’re so goddamn hot, Dakota,” I growl, leaning back and 
reaching for my belt, hungry to free my insistent manhood 
and bring the tip to her pink wet hole. 


“T need you,” I go on in a feral shiver. “I need to feel how 
tight and horny you are. I need to feel your ... Dakota, 
what’s wrong?” 


She’s looking at me with shivering lips, eyes wide, as 
though she’s on the verge of crying. 


I let my hands drop from my belt. 
“What is it?” 


“I... I want to,” she says, sitting up, squeezing onto her 
thighs in a sign of anxiety. 


I have to tell myself that. 
It’s a sign of anxiety. 


Because the way her fingers sink into the luscious 
meatiness of those thighs has me fucked up in a hundred 
ways. 


“But I don’t... I don’t think I can...” 


“TIl never force you to do anything,” I tell her firmly. “You 
can talk to me. What is it?” 


“Tt’s—Can I get dressed?” 


“Of course,” I say, even as a Savage part of me roars that 
the answer is no, no fucking way. 


I beat down that aspect of me and stand up, forcibly turning 
to face the window because otherwise pouncing on her 
again will be impossible to resist. After half a minute of me 
staring at the snow-laden forest, she clears her throat. 


“T’m sorry,” she says. 


I turn, shaking my head. “Dakota, you have nothing to be 
sorry about.” 


“But you were so ready to go and I just spoiled the 
moment.” 


“Just tell me,” I say. “Whatever it is, we can— 


“T’m a virgin, Damian,” she snaps. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


D akota 


I turn toward the fire, letting its heat kiss at my face. Maybe 
if I start crying - which I very much don’t want to do - the 
flames will dry my tears before Damian notices. 


It’s so silly, the way this revelation can bring me near to 
tears when everything that happened in Dobry’s estate left 
me dry-eyed and empty inside. 


But that’s the thing. Damian leaves me anything but empty. 
It’s not even the after-shocks of the orgasm tingling 
through my body, the best orgasm I’ve ever had in my life, 
his mouth pressed against me, consuming me, claiming me. 


It’s everything else—the closeness, the budding emotion. 
He told me my singing voice was beautiful. 
Nobody’s ever said that before. 


“I know, it’s sad,” I go on, conscious that he hasn’t said 
anything. I can feel his gaze on me. “I’m nineteen years old 
and... Well, what do you want me to say? It’s not like I was 
ever sought after in high school. I was invisible, spending 


most of my time in the library. Or I’d find a quiet place in 
the fields, a little corner, and sing softly to myself. But never 
loud. I didn’t want anybody else to hear. Do you see, 
Damian? I was a freak in high school.” 


He walks slowly behind me and brings his hands to my 
shoulders. 


I imagine him spinning me around and sneering in my face, 
laughing huskily and telling me I’m pathetic, telling me to 
get out of his sight. 


I led him on, he says in this twisted waking nightmare, and 
now I have to brave the cold and the Bratva on my own. 


“Music saved you,” he murmurs. 


“Well—yes,” I say. “I guess it did. That’s not what I expected 
you to Say.” 


“What did you expect me to say?” he says, a growl 
thrumming beneath his words. 


“Something along the lines of ‘Get the fuck out of here, you 
freak,’ I guess.” 


“Are you joking?” he snarls, spinning me around in a quick 
motion, and then moving his hands to my face to guide my 
gaze to his. His eyes flicker intensely. “Jesus, Dakota. Do 
you think this changes how I see you?” 


“It makes things more complicated,” I rage, brushing his 
hands away and striding over to the window. 


I stare out at Sparky, who’s diving over and over into a big 
mound of snow, emerging on the other side with a wide 
grin. 


An insane note of jealousy touches me as I watch him. 


Life is so much easier for a dog, happiness always right 
there, ready for the taking, without any of the attendant 
anxiety and second-guessing we humans are forced to 
endure. 


“How?” Damian snarls, staying in his place by the fire, his 
voice flaring over to me. 


“Um, because now it means I’m not this crazy sex goddess, 
you know? You called me that. A sex goddess. But I’m not. 
What we just did ... that was the first orgasm I’ve ever had 
that wasn’t—” 


I bite down, shame pricking at me. 

“That you didn’t give yourself,” he finishes for me. 
“Yeah,” I say, a strangled quality to my voice. “Exactly.” 
“T heard,” he snarls, stalking across the room. 


He loops his arms around my body and squeezes me close 
to him, his rock solid manhood driving through his pants 
against my ass cheeks, stroking through the thin fabric of 
my skirt and panties. 


“Do you have any idea how sexy you sounded?” he says, 
mouth close to my ear, breath whispering hotly. “Moaning 
and singing in your lust. Goddamn, it almost made me 
explode. Do you really think I give a damn if you’re a virgin? 
Actually, you’re right. I do care.” 


“You do?” I whisper, heart thudding like it’s trying to 
shatter me open. 


I knew it. 


“Yes,” he snarls, spinning me toward him again. He stares 
down at me, jaw tight, his pale eyes pinning me in place. A 
light smirk touches his lips. “It makes me want you more. To 


think ... J get to be the first one to feel how hot and wet 
your pussy is. J get to be the first one to feel it go all tight 
and needy around my cock as you come for me, as you come 
over and over and over...” 


“But that’s the point,” I whisper, anxiety battling with 
desire, a silent invisible war within me. “What if I can’t do 
any of that? What if I disappoint you?” 


“You won't,” he snaps fiercely. “All you have to do is be 
naked, Dakota. Just be naked and Pll be the most feral 
bastard you’ve ever seen.” 


“Well, you already are that,” I giggle, somehow finding the 
laughter. It feels good to let a little of the heartache go. 
“But do you mean it, really? I thought you'd be...” 


“What?” he laughs deeply, the sound - the feel - the 
everything of it bolstering me. “ Disgusted?” 


“Yeah,” I admit. 


He brings his face close to mine, holding it there for a 
moment, our noses touching, tickling. 


“There is nothing in this world that could make me feel 
disgusted with you, Dakota,” he snarls. 


He kisses me hard, the passion tingling my lips and moving 
over my cheeks. I wrap my arms around him as though 
we’ve done this a hundred times before, as though we were 
fated to kiss a long time ago. 


Don’t get ahead of yourself, a voice warns sternly. He might 
not be put off by you being a virgin, but if he knew how 
crazy your thoughts were getting, he’d be gone. Remember 
that. 


I push the voice away and focus on the welcome roughness 
of his lips, opening my mouth and finding his tongue, 


hungrily seeking out the just-Damian taste of him. 


My sex gets wet and tingling again, but then I forcibly stop 
the kiss, having to make a giant effort as my womb screams 
at me to keep going, to take him, all of him, every last drop 
of his seed he has to offer. 


“I... uh... I don’t think I’m ready tonight,” I say quietly. “It’s 
all so crazy. I want to—I really want to, but...” 


“There’s no rush,” he murmurs, kissing my forehead softly 
and then taking a giant step back. 


“Okay, dramatic,” I giggle. 


He smirks. “Standing near you turns me to dynamite, 
Dakota,” he snarls. “It’s only a matter of time before I 
explode. I’m going to have to be very goddamn careful not 
to lose control with you until you’re ready because once I 
start on that body of yours, I won’t be able to stop.” 


“Ts there anything I can do?” I murmur, glancing at the 
outline of his throbbing huge manhood in his pants. “To ... 
help?” 


He opens his mouth - his whole body trembling - but then 
Sparky comes running into the room, leaping up at 
Damian’s legs and then running in a quick circle, all 
excitement and bubbling joy. 


Damian laughs grimly. 

“T think he needs feeding,” he says. “It must be a sign.” 
“A sign?” I ask. 

He looks squarely at me. 


“Yes,” he fires. “A sign that I need to save every last drop of 
my seed for your tight needy pussy. Because then...” 


He trails off, a strange look coming into his eyes. 
“Then what, Damian?” I urge. 


He swallows and stalks forward, reaching across and taking 
my hand in his. 


“Because then Ill be able to put a child in that belly of 
yours.” 


I gasp. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


D amian 


I feel the tremor move through her hand, her grip 
tightening on mine. Her lips tremble and her eyes flit here 
and there, as though searching for an escape. 


Something drops in my belly and a savage voice growls at 
me that I shouldn’t have just blurted it out like that. 


But she was honest with me about her virginity, so there’s 
no way I’m going to lie to her about my intentions. 


I take a step forward and press her up against the glass of 
the window, leaning down so that I’m staring directly into 
her eyes, her body taut and tight against mine, filled with 
tension that makes her chest rise and fall quickly. 


I slide my hands down to those mind-fucking hips and 
squeeze. 


“These are what drive me, Dakota,” I snarl, letting the beast 
come out to play now. 


I can’t stop myself, not with her big juicy hips in my hands. 


I’ve got her right where I want her. 


“These goddamn hips... they’re made for grabbing while I 
fuck you raw, while I fuck you with nothing between us but 
flesh and heat and skin and pleasure. You’re living in a 
dreamland if you think I’ll wear a condom with you because 
all I need is to bury my naked cock balls deep into that tight 
pink hole and shoot my seed into your body ... I need to 
shoot my seed into your womb.” 


Stop it, the voice cries. This is too much, too fast. 


But I’ve sunk too deep into the madness of this moment 
now and I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop. I need to put it all 
out there and let the fiery chips fall where they may, burn 
what they want. 


“The first time I saw you, I knew you were going to be the 
mother of my children. I know how that fucking sounds. 
Maybe you think I’m a madman, ranting. But it’s the truth. I 
can’t explain it. It’s the way you smell. It’s the look in your 
eyes. It’s the song in your voice. All the little things that 
make you, you. The second I set eyes on you, I drank you in, 
every greedy drop of you... and I knew you were going to 
take every drop of me just as greedily. You belong to me.” 


“Yes,” I go on with a growl, giving her hips another squeeze 
so that she lets out a whimper. 


Her flesh is so hot and curvy and tempting I almost bend 
her over and take her slit right now, fuck it hard, powerfully, 
slam into her over and over until she’s screaming and 
begging me never to stop. 


“ Belong,” I repeat. “These hips...” 


I slide my hands up to her breasts, palming them hungrily, 
squeezing them together so her eyelids flutter and she lets 
out a song-like moan. 


“These gorgeous milky tits.” 


Higher, running my thumb along her lower lip, slipping it 
inside for a second so that she sucks. 


Jesus fucking Christ, this woman, she sucks and lets out a 
shivering moan that goes straight to the helmet of my 
enraged cock, swollen and pressing outward as though it’s 
going to tear in half, there’s so much stiff tension. 


“Yes, these lips. Everything you are, everything you’ll ever 
be, fucking belongs to me. That’s why I can never let Andrei 
near you. Not because I’m some good samaritan. Not 
because I’m one of the good guys. But because you’re 
mine.” 


She lets out another whimper, each noise causing an 
answering shiver in my cock. 


“God, Damian,” she whispers. “ You’re a freaking beast.” 


“Yes,” I snarl. “I am. I’ve tried to keep it hidden, but here it 
is. This is me. This is how I feel. This is what you are.” 


“W-what?” 


“My prey,” I snarl, grabbing her ass cheeks in big handfuls, 
squeezing until she twitches against me. “I forget to 
mention this ass of yours. Jesus, it’s so round, so juicy, so 
big.” 

“Big?” she murmurs. 


“In a good way—in a perfect way,” I snap, sensing some 
discomfort in her. “In fact, turn around.” 


“What about Sparky?” 


“Look outside.” 


She turns, glancing out the window, seeing that Sparky has 
grown bored with us and has decided to start romping in 
the snow again until it’s dinnertime. 


“Pull the curtain and turn the fuck around. Now.” 
“I... I don’t think I’m ready.” 


“Don’t worry,” I growl, unable to hide the frustration in my 
voice. “I’m not going to take you. Yet. But it turns out I’m 
not as strong as I thought I was. And you said you wanted to 
help, remember? I need those ass cheeks. I need to grind 
my big thick cock between them and then come all over 
your back. I need it right now, so don’t make me wait any 
longer.” 


“Oh, God,” she moans. “Okay. I’m sorry.” 


“Don’t be sorry, baby. Just do what you’re told. You’re mine, 
remember.” 


My blood is on fire and I can’t stop it, the need to empty 
myself rushing in my ears. 


Part of me roars to save my seed for her, but the memory of 
her glistening pussy is too powerful in my mind, the sound 
of her moans, the taste of her juices. 


I lose control when she pulls the curtain shut, grabbing her 
and guiding her to the chair. 


“Bend over,” I grunt, just about able to force the words out. 


She does what she’s told - my glorious queen - and sticks 
those wide hips out, framing her bouncy ass in that skirt. I 
grab it all and pull it down, trapping her knees together so 
that her ass is a glorious love heart shape. 


“Are you going to bounce for me?” I growl. 


“Yes, yes,” she moans. “I want to please you. Like you 
pleased me.” 


“I thought you were supposed to be a virgin,” I tease 
huskily. 


“You bring it out in me,” she whispers. “Please tell me if I’m 
embarrassing myself.” 


“Quiet,” I snarl. 
She flinches. 


“You can never embarrass yourself with me, you beautiful 
dirty sinful vixen. You’re too sexy, too gorgeous, too 
maternal to be able to embarrass yourself with me. Just 
follow your instincts. Okay?” 


“Yes,” she moans. “Okay—yes, I can do that. Yes.” 
My cock is guiding me now, the rod of tension in my pants. 


Nothing exists, just this hardness, just the iron of my 
manhood compelling me, making thought impossible. 


I stare down at her ass cheeks as I grab my belt and yank it 
free, pulling my cock out of my pants and then grabbing it 
at the base. The head is shining with precome, perfect for 
painting her cheeks. 


I stroke it along one cheek and then the other, leaving a 
glimmering trail. 


“Are you going to make me explode?” I snarl, leaning down 
so that I can slot my cock between her ample ass cheeks, 
more than enough there to grip onto my cock, the friction 
already making me growl deeply. 


“Yes,” she moans. 


“Look at me,” I command. 


She turns her face over her shoulder, hair spilling down her 
back. Her eyes are wide and her lips are pursed, her 
expression downright fucking heavenly. 


“Good,” I snap. “Now bounce.” 


“Like this?” she murmurs, shifting her hips like she was 
made for it. 


Her ass cheeks bounce up and down on either side of my 
shaft, rubbing with fleshy friction. I push on her flesh 
harder, squeezing my cock firmer and firmer each moment 
with her made-for-it flesh. 


“Yes,” I snarl. “Faster, Dakota.” 
“Like this, baby?” she moans. “Am I doing it right?” 


“Y-yeah,” I growl. “Faster, as fast as you fucking can. And 
moan for me. Moan for the man who owns you.” 


“Always,” she cries. 


I stare down, completely captivated, as that pale creamy ass 
bounces up and down, up and down, the motion of it 
making it impossible to look away. 


Her moans dance and twitch in the air just the same, 
fueling the crescendo of my need. 


Liquid fire surges up and down my massive ten-inch length, 
every single millimeter setting ablaze, my whole body, my 
whole consciousness, everything in me focusing in on the 
way her flesh reverberates with each bouncing motion. 


“Fuck,” I snarl, a stream of come spraying all over her ass 
cheeks and her lower back, a hot stream of it firing so that 
the very tip of my cock buzzes. 


“Oh, God,” I groan, the lust cooling down, my thinking 
faculties returning to me. 


I step back, letting out a shivering breath. 


“Well, there goes saving it for your womb,” I murmur, and 
then let out the laugh of a madman. 


Dakota meets my eye and begins to giggle, and soon both of 
us are laughing like crazy, lost in this magical thing, this 
connection. 


I pull up my pants and shake my head slowly. 


“T thought you were going to run when I told you how I 
really felt,” I say. 


“No,” she murmurs. “Because—Well, this is crazy. But I feel 
exactly the same way.” 


“What?” 


“Just let me clean this off,” she laughs. “And then we can 
talk.” 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


D akota 


We sit at the kitchen table as Sparky devours a bowl of food, 
his tail wagging frantically. 


I have to forcibly tell myself that what just happened 
between Damian really happened because otherwise, I feel 
like I’m going to flit off into fantasy land. 


It was so freaking hot, the way the beast inside of him came 
out like that, the way he stared at me, at my body, like I was 
the only woman in the universe. 


I’ve never been looked at like that. 


“Dakota?” he murmurs now, reaching across the table and 
taking my hand in his. 


He’s hot, physically burning up. 


“Yeah,” I say slowly. “So I kind of had some crazy thoughts, 
too. When I first saw you, I imagined having kids together. I 
imagined us being together. I can’t really explain it. It just 
felt right. No, more than that. It felt like any other path 


would be absolutely wrong, the biggest mistake of my life. 
Obviously, I was going to keep all of this to myself.” 


“But when I told you that you’re mine,” he says, voice 
tinged with wonder, “you knew it was true. You knew that 
fate led us together.” 


“Wait, you believe in fate?” I ask. 


He laughs grimly. “I never did, never even gave it any 
thought, to be honest. But when I saw you standing there 
with that bloody letter opener, all brave and fiery despite 
how scared you clearly were ... I don’t know, something just 
clicked in me. I can’t explain it. Something woke up. And 
then I felt - I knew - that I was there for a reason. I think 
you were that reason, Dakota.” 


His words send flickering starlight through my body, 
tickling my soul, tickling my everything. I reach across the 
table and grab his hand, feeling the strength of him in the 
simple touch. 


“T feel the same,” I whisper. “I’m so sorry I’m not ready for 


n 


His hand tightens and he grimaces. “What did I say about 
apologizing? When you’re ready, I’m going to fucking maul 
you. I’m going to claim you and make you cream and shiver 
and cry out for me. But until then, I’ll keep the beast in the 
cage. But...” 


“But what?” I urge, when he trails off, my heart thudding 
like a drum-beat welcoming me home in my chest. 
“Damian?” 


“I don’t want to scare my little virgin,” he teases, reaching 
across with his free hand and pinching my cheek playfully. 


I slap his hand away, giggling. 


“I may be a virgin,” I laugh. “But I’m not Jittle.” 


“You're five-five, at the most,” he growls. “How else is a big 
bastard like me supposed to describe you?” 


I shoot him a look. “I’m not talking about my height, 
Damian.” 


“What, then?” he says, tilting his head at me as though he’s 
genuinely confused. 


Even Sparky, who’s now finished eating, pads over and tilts 
his head up at me, imitating Damian. I look between them, 
my mouth falling open. 


He can’t be serious, can he? 


“Well, just think,” I snap. “If it’s not my height, what else 
could it possibly be?” 


He stares. 
“For God’s sake, Damian. My big fat—” 


“Nope,” he snarls, cutting me off with a look of pure fire. “I 
won’t stand for that, Dakota. I’ll never fucking stand for 
that.” 


I flinch at the force of his words. 


“T mean it,” he goes on. “With a body as curvy and smoking 
as yours, you have no right to have such a low opinion of 
yourself.” 


“So being fat is a bad thing?” I counter. 


“I don’t care about the word,” he snarls. “I care about how 
you sounded when you said it like you were dirt. And you’re 
not dirt. You’re the furthest thing from it. Your body is 
gorgeous. I Jove how plus size fucking perfect you are, with 
that ass made for grabbing, those big round tits. Your face, 


your full healthy-looking cheeks ... everything about you. 
You look like a woman who’s ready to take on the burden of 
carrying a child, not like some billboard model who’ll blow 
away when a strong gust comes along.” 


I gasp, staring at him as he sits up in his chair, so much 
passion seeping out of him that even Sparky is on his hind 
legs, aware that something’s happening here. 


“Thank you,” I whisper. “For saying that.” 


“Thank me by believing it,” he snarls. “You’re beautiful. 
Never forget that.” 


Something warm and homely dances in my belly, as though 
I don’t have to constantly be aware of how different I am to 
other, so-called prettier girls. I’ve always had this chip on 
my shoulder, and hearing the fierce conviction in Damian’s 
voice has gone a long way to making me see myself through 
his eyes. 


For the first time ever, I wonder if I am sexy if I have that 
inside of me, the capacity to compel with my looks. 


“What were you going to say?” I mutter. “Before you called 
me little and I got distracted?” 


“Oh,” he says, smirking like a predator. “I was going to tell 
you that the longer you make me wait, the more beastly I’m 
going to be when I finally get to plunge into that hot cunt. 
I’m being a gentleman by waiting ... so don’t expect me to 
be a gentleman in the bedroom. I own you. You’re mine. 
And I'll treat my fucking property how I want. Do you 
understand?” 


“Yes,” I whimper, pussy tingling, womb crying at me to take 
him right now. 


But what if I can’t take him? 


I saw how big he was, huge, so massive it was like he was 
laying a muscular forearm against my ass cheeks as he 
pleasured himself against my flesh. 


“Do you think I could take a shower?” I murmur. “I feel so 
stinky after everything that’s happened.” 


“T like you all stinky,” he teases. “It makes me feel wild, like 
an animal. But yes, my little Popstar, you can take a 
shower.” 


“Popstar,” I laugh, shaking my head. “ Hardly.” 


“Tve heard you sing,” he growls. “Don’t try and be modest 
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now. 


I roll my eyes. “You heard a few lines through a closed 
door.” 


“Okay then,” he smirks, reaching down and scooping 
Sparky up, who curls into a ball and lies restfully in his lap. 
“Then give us a show, Popstar.” 


“That better not be my new nickname,” I giggle, unable to 
hide how much I adore it. 


“You bet your fine juicy ass it is ... Popstar.” 


“Tm not going to give you a show,” I laugh. “I never sing in 
front of other people.” 


“But I’m not just any other person,” he snarls. “I’m own 
you. And I order you to sing for me. See, Dakota? You don’t 
have a fucking choice now.” 


I stare into those intense eyes of his. He stares back with 
passion flickering across his expression, a light smirk 
playing around his lips... but it’s not a mocking smirk. 


It’s a you-can-do-it smirk. 


God, decoding this man’s smirks could become a hobby all 
on its own. 


“So you’re actually serious,” I laugh. 
“Deadly,” he chuckles huskily. 


“I don’t know if I can,” I whisper, my cheeks flaming red, 
the blush creeping all over my body. “I’ve literally never 
sung in front of anybody before. Except for you... and that 
was an accident.” 


“You can do it,” he says firmly. “I know you can. Just a short 
song. Just a few lines. Anything.” 


“Why do you want to hear it so badly?” I sass, trying to 
make this a bantering back-and-forth and not what it’s 
becoming, an awakening, a challenge. 


“Because you have a beautiful voice,” he says matter of fact. 
I take a deep breath. “Promise you won’t laugh?” 

“Are you going to sing a funny song?” 

“I'm serious,” I say. 

“T promise, Popstar. Not that I’d have any reason to.” 


I take another deep breath - getting my voice ready and 
trying to steady my nerves at the same time - and then grab 
the edge of the table and push my chair back. 


I stand up, feeling his eyes sizzling into me, the same way 
they did when I was bottomless and he was staring 
captivated by my ass, by my sex. 


It’s like he’s as attracted to my talent as he is to my body. 
“What shall I sing?” I ask. 


“Popstar’s choice,” he smirks. 


I swallow, searching around in my mind, and then settle on 
a song I wrote when I was fifteen years old. I’ve sung it 
many times and I’m confident - semi-confident - kind-of 
confident I can sing it now without tripping up. 


“A girl in a rainy window—” 


I bite down, my voice wavering, my nerves causing the pitch 
to leap and disobey me. 


“Its okay,’ Damian whispers. “You’re safe. Nobody’s 
laughing. I’m here.” 


I draw strength from his words, a disjointed part of me 
noting that of everything that’s happened lately, it’s kind of 
crazy that this is the most intimidating. 


I’ve spent my whole life steadily avoiding any kind of an 
audience, and now here he is, utterly attentive, eyes fixated 
on me as though I’m the only thing that exists. 


“Okay,” I say, clearing my thoughts. 


“A girl in a rainy window, a life spent wondering why. A girl 
in an autumn window, the wind hides the tears she cries. 
And now she cries, oh, she cries ... she cries and sees the 
robber, his gun as bitter as acid steel, and then go Mother 
and Father, in their own wretched blood they kneel. And 
now the girl cries, oh, she cries, and the parents they die, 
oh, they die...” 


I trail off shaking my head, realizing I haven’t looked at 
Damian once since the singing started. My gaze has been 
fixated on the ice-encased window and the forest beyond, as 
though by looking away I don’t have to see the 
disappointment in his face. 


“Jesus, Popstar,” Damian says. “That was incredible. It was 
... haunting. Did you write that?” 


“Yeah,” I murmur, my lips twitching into a wide smile 
despite myself. 


I turn to find Damian beaming at me. 
Or, at least, doing his version of beaming. 


“That song would become an instant classic the second it 
was played on the radio,” he says. “Goddamn, if I wasn’t 
such a cold bastard, I might’ve cried. I guess it was about 
your parents?” 


I nod, my hands fidgeting with each other. 
But he liked it, he really freaking liked it. 
“Yeah, it’s a bit grim, I know.” 


He smirks. “As if I’ve got a problem with something being a 
bit grim... Dakota? What is it? What’s wrong?” 


I stare out of the window, struggling to drag what I’m 
seeing into this scene, this comfortable private world. 


In all the closeness, it’s like I forgot about the Bratva and 
the violence and the chase. 


But there it is, moving through the trees. 


Men in black jackets and scuffed jeans and tattoos on their 
necks. 


Men holding guns. 


“They’re here,” I whisper. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


D amian 


I bolt out of my chair and glance at the window, my mind 
switching to hitman mode immediately. In the forest, the 
black of their jackets stands out clearly against the snow. 


There are three men on this side of the cottage, and each of 
them is holding a semiautomatic weapon. Im guessing 
there’ll be more on the other side. 


“Motherfuckers,” I snap. “How did they find us?” 


I grab Dakota by the arm and drag her to the stairs, leading 
her up and guiding her into the master bedroom, and then 
into the ensuite. Sparky knows enough to follow me when I 
move with such deadly purpose, padding at my feet with his 
tail perked completely straight up, erect and ready for 
whatever’s going to happen. 


“Stay here,” I say. “Sparky, stay.” 


Dakota looks around the bathroom, blinking as though 
slowly waking from a dream. Then she levels her gaze at 
me. 


“T want to help,” she says. 


“Help by staying here,” I growl. “I can’t do my work if I’m 
distracted if I’m worried about you ... God, I can’t let 
anything happen to you. Keep Sparky safe, alright?” 


“What are you going to do?” she whimpers. 


“To the men who are going to try and kill me and take you 
to Andrei?” I growl. “What else? I’m going to execute them, 
Dakota.” 


She nods shortly, accepting this fact. “I don’t know how they 
found us.” 


“Neither do I,” I say. “I’ve gone to a hell of a lot of effort 
over the years to keep this place hidden. But ... Oh, 
motherfuck.” 


“What?” she says. 
“Tl tell you after,” I growl. “I need to get moving.” 


I close the door behind me, and then lock the door to the 
master bedroom and stalk across the hallway to where I 
stowed the duffel bag. 


I reach inside and take a gun with a silencer, making sure 
it’s loaded, and then return to the top of the stairs, aiming 
to the bottom and breathing slowly, calmly, focusing 
everything I have on the job at hand. 


A memory stings me as I lie there, my mind drifting 
momentarily back to when I lay here as a child, a water 
pistol in my hand instead of a real one. I was waiting for 
Uncle Felix to come around the corner, and when he did I 
sprayed him real damn good. 


Laughter sings out in my mind and I push it away, making 
myself cold and unfeeling. 


Glass smashes downstairs and somebody growls something 
in Russian. 


I watch and wait, and the moment a man’s hand comes into 
view, I fire with pinpoint accuracy. 


“Ah,” the man cries, jumping out of view and letting out 
another scream. 


His gun lies on the floor, dappled with blood from the 
wound. 


“Bastard,” the man growls in Russian. 


“Leave this place,” I snap in my best Russian. “Or you’re all 
going to die.” 


“Tdiot, there are five of us and—” 


Another voice pitched low and urgent. “Don’t tell him how 
many of us there are, fool.” 


I breathe steadily, inching back so that only my eyes and the 
barrel of the gun is poking over the edge of the stairs. My 
body aches with contorting into this shape in the narrow 
hallway, but I’ve been in much worse positions. 


“We want the girl,” a man says, the same one who called 
the other one a fool. He sounds like he’s the leader. “We 
have money. Five hundred thousand American dollars.” 


“You could have five hundred million and it wouldn’t make a 
difference,” I snarl. “You’re never getting your goddamn 
hands on her.” 


“What is she to you?” the man hisses. 
“What is she to you?” I counter. 


“Me? Nothing.” 


“Your boss, then.” 
“Oh... Ido not know. It is not my place to question.” 


“Pm going to kill you all if you try and come up these 
stairs,” I snarl. “And if I think you’re calling for backup or 
trying anything else, I’m going to kill you all. In fact, unless 
you all get the hell off my property you’re all going to die 
here today. Do you understand me? Do you know who the 
fuck I am?” 


“Yes,” the man says, a quiver in his voice. At least he’s not 
an idiot. “But you know who our employer is, too. What are 
we to do? Just give us the girl and we can avoid blood.” 


“I’m not giving you Dakota,” I snarl. “Do you have any 
fucking clue what that motherfucker will do to her?” 


“Yes,” the man sighs. “But it is not for us to question.” 


“Then you're all going to die,” I snarl. “There’s no way 
around it.” 


I wait, filtering out the rest of their conversation with each 
other, listening only for any sign of what their plan is. I hear 
two of the men walking away. 


A dark feeling moving over me, my instincts pricking, 
something telling me they’re either going for backup or 
more heavy weaponry. 


I have to act. 
Now. 


I stalk quietly to the duffel bag and take out a concussive 
flash-bang grenade, and then move silently back to the top 
of the stairs. 


I draw the pin and then wait, head cocked, hyper-aware of 
every tiny movement downstairs. 


I listen to the floorboards creaking as the men begin to 
sneak closer to the bottom of the stairs, no doubt looking 
for some angle. 


I throw the grenade and turn away. 
Bang. 


I sprint down the stairs, the three men reeling back, their 
hands over their eyes. 


I leap at them, moving in a flurry of muscle memory and 
savage violence, smashing them across the jaw and 
stomach and in the back of their knees, causing them to 
stumble and then fall. 


With them still disoriented, it’s an easy thing for the 
predator in me to grab their guns and beat them over their 
heads with them, smash, smash, smash, knocking them out 
one by one so that they sag like sacks of shit on the floor. 


Blood pools from the back of one man’s head, but I don’t 
have time to think about that. 


At least I didn’t just shoot them, which I could’ve easily 
done. 


I run to the window and toss their guns out into the snow, 
and then quickly search them for more weapons. 


One of the men moans groggily and I smack him with the 
butt of my gun, knocking him out for good. 


I throw their knives out into the snow and then run 
upstairs, into the bedroom, finding Dakota cradling Sparky 
close to her chest as she sits in the bathroom. 


“Poor littl man,” I whisper, seeing him shaking and 
shivering. 


“We heard a bang,” Dakota says, her voice just as shaky as 
Sparky. 


“Tt was me. Don’t worry. We’re safe. For now. But you need 
to get changed. Every item of clothing you’re wearing. 
Anything you took from Dobry’s estate, it needs to stay 
here.” 


Her eyes widen. “ You think...” 


“They tracked us, yeah,” I snarl. “My guess is it’s in your 
shoe, but we need to be safe. Be quick, Dakota.” 


I grab the duffel bag and carry it downstairs, and then 
quickly grab some zip-ties and tie the Bratva men’s arms 
behind their backs, leaving them face first on the blood 
dappled floor. 


Two of them are groaning now, and the third - the one with 
the blood seeping from his skull - lies still. 


I feel a pang of something in my chest staring down at the 
man. 


He’s the first man I’ve ever killed without research 
beforehand. 


But he was going to take Dakota, I assure myself grimly. 


He was going to take her to Andrei, and then Andrei, the 
sick fuck, was going to abuse her in the most evil ways. 


“T gave you a chance,” I snarl. “You should have taken it.” 


I walk into the living room and grab Dakota’s heels, 
Snapping one in half and then the other. Just as I suspected, 
the second heel has a small tracking chip inside. 


I curse under my breath. 


I should have thought of this earlier. It’s not the first time 
the Bratva has been known to implant tracking chips in 
items. 


But I never thought they’d find a servant important enough 
for that. 


Then again, Andrei, the Wolf wants Dakota... 
Why? a voice roars in my mind. 

And then another voice, She’s mine. 

I move to the window, looking out at the forest. 


The two men are lumbering toward the house, carrying a 
large crate between them, both of them bent sideways at 
the hip as they strain under the effort. 


A bomb? A heavy machine gun? 
I’m guessing the latter. 


With heavy weaponry like that pitched up outside, they’ll be 
able to keep us pinned down here long enough for more 
Bratva men to arrive, soldiers ready to charge in here and 
take Dakota. 


They drop the case at the tree line and whack the top of it, 
causing the walls to fall away and reveal a big hunk of metal 
with countless golden glinting bullets coming out of the top. 


I turn, heart thudding with deathly insistence. 


That gun will tear this house to paper petals in ten seconds 
flat if they start firing. 


“Dakota,” I roar, running to the bottom of the stairs. “We 
need to go. Now.” 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


D akota 


I run down the stairs in the baggy jeans and the even 
baggier shirt, the clothes hanging off me and the belt 
barely keeping the pants up. The sneakers fit a little snugly, 
but everything else is comfortable enough. 


Sparky trails after me, and then sniffs across the room, 
toward the three men who lie flat on their faces. 


“Come here, boy,” I say, clicking my tongue. 

He turns to me, disappointment in his innocent eyes. 
I want to sniff the blood, he silently wills. 

“Here,” I say firmly. 


He trots over to my side and together we join Damian at the 
window. He moves aside, lifting his arm to guide me so that 
I’m standing behind him. I peer around and see that two 
men are arranging some kind of metal apparatus, grunting 
with the effort. 


“Come on,” he growls. 


“Ts that what I think it is?” I say, voice shaking. 


Be brave, my womb screams at me from deep inside. We 
need to survive this. Both of you. You need to bring 
children into this world. That’s all that matters now. 


Damian grabs my hand and shoulders the duffel bag, 
leading me to the other side of the house and then out into 
the snow. Sparky walks beside us, stopping every so often to 
glance back before trotting at our feet. 


“Where are we going?” I whisper. 


“Transport,” Damian snarls. “As long as the shoe is in the 
house, they'll think we’re still in there. We need to move.” 


“Damian, what are we going to do?” I say, struggling to 
keep my voice from becoming damsel-ish. 


Whatever I am, I’m not a freaking damsel, I tell myself. I’m 
the woman who slashed Dobry with a letter opener. Heck, I 
sang in front of Damian. If I can do that, I can do anything. 


“Run, Popstar,” Damian sighs. “After that, honestly, I have 
no fucking clue.” 


I follow Damian through the trees, moving far easier in the 
sneakers than I ever could’ve dreamed of in the heels. 


As we move, I can’t help but wonder why Dobry or Andrei 
or the Bratva, in general, would find me so important that 
they’d put a freaking tracker in my shoe. Maybe they do it 
with all their servants, but wouldn’t that be expensive? 


I almost laugh at myself. 


Dobry lives in a gold-plated mansion. As if the expense is 
any concern for him. 


Lived, I correct. Dobry lived in a gold-plated mansion. 


We come upon a squat metal building. It looks like a bomb 
shelter, coated in a heavy layer of snow. Damian drops the 
duffel bag and jogs over to it sweeping aside some snow to 
reveal a metal keypad, and then hurriedly types something 
in. 


“Inside,” he growls, when a rust-flecked metal door swings 
open with a whining noise. 


I jog forward, breathing hard, sweat coating me despite the 
cold. I walk into the building to find a one-room garage with 
a sleek black sedan sitting in the middle, windows tinted, 
looking identical to Damian’s other car. 


“How many of these do you have?” I laugh drily. 
“Four,” Damian says. “But this one’s special.” 
“How so?” 


He grabs a key from a workbench and clicks a button, the 
car beeping as it unlocks. 


“Get inside,” he growls firmly. 


I lean down and scoop Sparky into my arms and then climb 
into the car, cradling him in my lap, stroking my hands 
through his fur to comfort both of us. I remember how he 
started to shake when the bang went off downstairs, and I 
lean down to let him lick at my face. 


“Tt’s okay, boy,” I murmur as he licks my cheek over and 
over. “I promise everything’s going to be okay. One day 
there won't be any guns or bad men. One day it'll just be 
long walks and treats and toys, okay? Okay, little guy?” 


Damian stows the duffel in the back and then climbs into 
the driver’s side, pausing for a moment to stare at me, his 
jaws tight. 


“What is it?” I ask. 


“Its just ...” He trails off, smirking despite the mayhem. 
“You look so much like a mother right now.” 


My smile spreads ridiculously, considering the 
circumstances. But I can’t help it when his eyes are filled 
with so much sincere warmth, pouring over me, lighting up 
my hope and my heart and everything else inside of me. 


“One day I won’t just look like a mother,” I whisper. 


“T can’t believe I ever thought you’d laugh in my face when 
I told you you’re mine,” he growls. “Goddamn, time moves 
differently with you, Dakota. An hour feels like a year.” He 
smirks again, laughing grimly. “But then again, time isn’t 
moving differently for them. Let’s get moving.” 


He starts the engine and inches the car forward, opening 
his window so that he can lean out and touch a few buttons 
on the wall. A big door starts to lift, painfully slowly it seems 
to me as I sit there, holding Sparky still in my lap. 


I scream when I see them, two men standing right outside 
the door, their breath fogging in the air, clearly having just 
run through the forest after us. 


They raise their guns and I duck, turning my body so that 
Sparky is against the seat, with me as his human shield. 


Whatever happens, we can’t let them hurt an innocent dog 
who’s never done anything to anybody his whole freaking 
life. 


“Damian,” I cry. 


“I know,” he snarls. “But remember? This one’s special. 
Brace, Dakota.” 


Brace? 


The car surges forward and the men unload their weapons, 
ear-splitting bang noises rising into the air as bullets slam 
over and over into the car. 


But the glass doesn’t shatter. 
No bullets thump into my body. 


“Bulletproof glass,” I whisper in wonder, sitting up just in 
time to see the men leap aside, their guns flying from their 
grips and landing in the snow. 


“No, Dakota,” Damian says, grinning like a mad alpha wolf. 
“Bulletproof everything.” 


I let out a long shaky breath as we drive through the forest, 
finally joining the road and screeching away. 


I glance at the clock, laughing in disbelief, my chest feeling 
hollow and my general being swathed in a sense of the 
surreal. 


“Damian, it’s only been two hours since we arrived at the 
cottage.” 


“I know,” Damian murmurs, glancing at me with twin 
volcanoes for eyes, erupting, always. “Like I said, Popstar, 
time moves damn differently with you.” 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


D amian 


“Pm not making that mistake again,” I tell Dakota as we 
drive down the highway, the night sky telling me that, 
goddamn yes, it’s only been one day since I met this woman. 


One day and yet I feel like a new-made man. 
One day and yet my world will never be the same. 


“What do you mean?” she asks, smiling down at Sparky 
sleeping in her lap. 


“Staying out in the middle of nowhere,” I say. “It just lets 
them roll up and make a whole lot of noise and fuss. I’m 
taking you to the finest hotel in Indianapolis and we’re 
staying on the top floor.” 


“Won't that put other people in danger?” she says quietly. 


“No,” I tell her. “The Bratva are savages, but they’re not 
completely unhinged. They understand that there’s a 
difference between fighting in the forest and in rundown 
neighborhoods then fighting where rich people live and eat. 


The second they do that, Uncle Sam gets involved, and their 
whole operation comes under fire. But...” 


“Its just a temporary thing,” Dakota murmurs. “We can’t 
stay in hotels forever.” 


I nod reaching over and giving her thigh a squeeze, feeling 
the sinful neediness of her flesh beneath the jeans. 


“Yeah, screw sharing walls and floors and ceilings with 
other people. I need a good detached property in the 
middle of nowhere so that you can really scream.” 


She shivers, pressing down on my hand, as though wanting 
there to be as little space between my hand and her skin as 
possible. 


“You’re an animal,” she whispers. “And thank you, Damian.” 
“For what?” 


“For what?” she laughs. “How about for saving my life a 
second time? How about for not laughing at me when I sang 
for you? How about for everything?” 


“Don’t worry,” I smirk. “You'll find a way to repay me.” 


I pause and then add, “Not that you need to repay me. I’d 
never let anything happen to you.” 


I pause again—and then add, again, “But you are going 
repay me.” 


She giggles. “Somebody can’t make their mind up. That’s 
weird. You’re normally so decisive.” 


“I can make my damn mind up about you,” I snarl, “that’s 
for sure.” 


“So what is the fanciest hotel in Indianapolis?” she says, a 
slight teasing note in her voice. 


I glance across at her, my lips twitching as though I’m going 
to flat-out smile, not smirk. And I never smile. 


“You know what, Popstar? I’ve got no idea. But I’m excited 
to find out... with you.” 


My seed burns inside of me, roaring that soon I won’t be 
able to wait any longer. Pl need to tear off those 
imprisoning clothes and ride her until she’s raw and her 
flesh is lust-red all over, and my seed is gushing like a 
waterfall out of her gaping pink claimed hole. 


My seed, the savage part of me, the beast, the hunter, the 
killer, all of it roars that she’s rightfully mine and I should 
take her like a fucking monster. 


I have to beat it down and listen hard to the civilized side of 
me - if there’s such a thing - and remind myself that what 
she wants matters just as much. 


She’s my queen. 


And TIl always respect that. 


“T can’t believe they let you bring a dog in here,” Dakota 
laughs as we ride the executive elevator up to the 
penthouse suite, cradling Sparky to her chest. 


Sparky’s head is perked up, his nose puckering frantically 
as he tries to inhale all the scents of the different floors we 
pass on our way up, up, up. 


“Well, they didn’t want to at first,” I say. “But I just pointed 
a gun at the guy and after that, it was pretty simple.” 


She gasps. “Damian...” 


“Tm kidding,” I laugh grimly. “I did something much more 
civilized. I bribed him.” 


She laughs and throws me one of those hot-as-fire looks, 
the looks that go straight to my manhood and flood it with 
tension. But then that’s not saying anything special, 
considering that every gesture, every minor tic of this 
walking sex goddess does the same. 


“Most women wouldn’t laugh at such a serious crime,” I 
tease. “Bribery’s no joke.” 


“You’re right,” she sasses. “There must be something very 
wrong with me. You should run while you have the chance. 
I’m crazy, Damian.” 


I laugh grimly and pull her close to me, enveloping her and 
Sparky together, wrapping my arms around her shoulders 
and hugging her close. 


“You’ve made me crazy, so I think it’s only fair you’ve gone 
the same way.” 


The doors beep open to display a hallway decorated in sleek 
rugs, the floor beneath bone-white marble. The décor is 
modern and elegant, with wire-thin silver chandeliers 
hanging from the ceiling and glinting crystal-pale light. 


Dakota’s mouth falls open as she turns to me, mouthing 
What the heck. 


“You like?” I grin like a wild wolf. 


“Um, yeah,” she says, as we make our way into the living 
room. 


“This place is bigger than most houses,” she gasps. 


There’s a tusk-white piano in the corner and the entire far 
wall is lined with floor to ceiling windows looking out upon 


the city, the lights glittering below just as they glitter above, 
the stars winking down at us. There’s a glass display 
cabinet with fancy chinaware and a wall panel that looks 
like it holds a massive TV. Through another door and we’re 
in the kitchen, with more white marble for the island and 
shelves that are built into the walls. 


“This place ...” She shakes her head, smiling at me across 
the kitchen island. Sparky’s pawing at one of the cupboards 
close to the ground, tilting his head at me, moaning softly. “I 
guess we’ve found out which one’s the fridge, huh?” she 
says. 


I kneel down next to the hound and stroke him under the 
chin. 


“Smell something you like, boy?” 


I open the cupboard and realize that it’s the fridge door like 
Dakota guessed. Inside there’s a bunch of snacks and 
booze, with Sparky’s nose immediately magnetized by the 
beef jerky. 


“Deluxe,” Dakota laughs, reading over my shoulder. “Since 
when could you get deluxe beef jerky?” 


“Since now, I guess.” 


I tear open the packet and hand Sparky a generous 
helping. He snatches it and wriggles his way through the 
suite, finding a quiet corner to devour it. 


“He deserves a treat,” I say, standing. 


Dakota folds her arms, pushing up those squeeze-me 
breasts of hers. “I didn’t say anything.” 


“T know,” I murmur. 


“I think you feel guilty that we don’t have any dog food for 
Sparky,” Dakota teases. “I guess we learned who the bad 
cop parent is going to be, at least.” 


That just does it for my manhood. 


It damn near explodes at the word parent, a visceral 
reminder that to become the parents we both want to be, 
I’m going to have to pommel and spank and pound my 
curvy personal fuck-toy. 


I surge forward without thinking, palming those breasts, 
pushing her up against the counter so that I can squeeze 
them together. She gasps and stares at me, head tilted, like 
prey who hasn’t realized what’s happening to her yet. 


I slide my hands down her body, and then back up, under 
her shirt and to those warm-as-fuck tits. Under her bra, and 
then I’m twisting her and kissing at her nipples with my 
fingertips, playing with them, playing her like she’s my 
goddamned instrument. 


She sings for me, grinding against my leg. 
“Jesus,” I snarl. “Are you going to cream just from this?” 
“I—don’t—know,” she moans. 


“But you want to try,” I snarl. “No need to answer. That 
wasn’t a fucking question.” 


I rub her nipples faster, using the friction to power the 
song-like notes that come moaning and shivering out of her 
full lips. I squeeze and palm and massage, leaning back and 
regarding her as she twitches and rides the pleasure. 


Then her moans pick up and her twitching becomes a wild 
dance, her mouth open in shock and lust all mixed together, 
her cheeks blazing the red of a hundred fires. 


OTe 


“That’s it,” I growl, lightly tweaking those hard pricked 
nipples. “God damn, I can just imagine sweet milk creaming 
out of these. I bet it’ll taste so good.” 


Her breath hitches and she lets out a hollow gasp. 


“You like it when I talk like that, eh? You like it when I talk 
dirty to you?” I growl. 


She bites her lip, moaning, trying to meet my eyes but too 
caught up in her pleasure to focus. Her eyes are filled with 
stark tears of near-release. 


“Just imagine,” I snarl, always touching, always bringing 
her closer to the edge. “I’ll throw you on the bed and tear 
off your shirt with my teeth. Il find your horny hard nipples 
and bite into your breast, bite the gorgeous meatiness of 
them, and then I'll suck - hard - TIl suck until your nipples 
are burning, giving me your sweet milk.” 


Everything pauses for a few moments as she hovers in the 
pleasure, and then finally she lets out a long song-like moan 
and collapses against me, whimpering. 


I ply the remains of the pleasure out of her from behind, 
rock hard cock pressed against her ass cheeks, hands still 
toying with her big meaty breasts. 


“That was crazy,” she gasps. “I can’t believe that worked.” 
I turn her around and crush her lips with mine. 


“I can’t wait to find all the different ways to make you 
cream,” I whisper when the kiss breaks off. 


Her eyes blaze, but there’s something else there, a tremor 
of hesitation. 


She’s not ready. 


Soon. 
I hope. 


“But first, shall we order ourselves some food? Even if we 
can’t go out, Popstar, I’m taking you on a date.” 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


D akota 


I stand at the edge of the bed, staring down at the dress 
with a dreamish blanket draped over me. Always, at the 
edge of my mind, I feel a niggling that tells me soon I'll jolt 
awake and still be in Dobry’s clutches. Or perhaps I’ll wake 
up back at the cottage and find that the men got the best of 
Damian. 


Something—anything to wreck this magical closeness, the 
way we can recede from the world, even if for a little while, 
to just be together. 


I never thought I’d have that with a man, and especially not 
with a silver fox protector like Damian. 


The dress is black and lacy at the cleavage and across the 
hem, the sort of sexy dress I’d never have the courage to 
Wear. 


Or the reason to wear. 


Damian ordered it the same way he’s ordered everything 
this evening. 


A phone call and a bribe. 


He’s currently on the balcony, moving things around to 
make us our own personal restaurant. He wants this to be 
as much like a real date as possible, and so do I. But as I 
gaze down at the silky sexiness of the dress I can’t help but 
imagine him breaking into wild laughter the moment he 
lays eyes on me. 


“Okay, okay,” I imagine him saying between gulps of 
laughter. “Maybe we should stick with the baggy stuff for 
you. I was wrong.” 


I chide myself, interlocking my fingers. After everything 
that’s happened, surely it’s selfish of me to still be 
concerned with such unimportant things as my self-image, 
and yet it’s still there. 


I think I could be in hell and still be worried about my 
waistline. 


But Damian’s helping me get through that, isn’t he? 
Knock knock. 
“Yes?” I call out. 


“Just checking that your fine ass is in that dress,” Damian 
snarls. “I can’t wait to see how amazing you look.” 


I listen closely to his tone of voice, trying to detect any sign 
that this is a cruel trick. 


Absurdly, I envision an army of high schoolers waiting 
outside the door with him, ready with pointed fingers and 
cocked-back, guffawing faces. 


“Screw this,” I hiss under my breath, gritting my teeth. 


I tear off my clothes quickly and pull on the dress without 
giving myself any more time to hesitate. I wriggle into it and 


feel the fabric squeezing against my flesh, and then I find 
the hairbrush at the vanity unity - an exotic hairbrush with 
a handle of carved exotic wood - and brush my hair 
hurriedly. 


I glance at myself in the mirror, hair falling in waves to my 
shoulders, body squeezed into the dress, thighs on display. 


I take a deep breath. 
“Okay,” I call. “I’m ready.” 


The door opens and Damian prowls in, his eyes aimed hard 
at me as he stalks forward. 


I turn shakily. “What do you think?” 
“Ts there really any doubt?” he says. 
“Well, yes.” 


“Wait, what?” he snaps. “You’re being serious? You don’t 
know how fucking smoking you look right now? Jesus, those 
thighs could chase a man into his dreams. And by man, I 
mean me. Because if any other man - ever - tried to touch 
those thighs, those creamy fuck-toy thighs that belong to 
me, I’d put him in the ground. Do you understand? Who do 
you belong to, Dakota? Say it.” 


“You,” I say, my sex tingling, my nipples aching from his 
magic in the kitchen. “I’ll always belong to you, baby.” 


“Good girl,” he growls, smoothing a hand through the iron 
of his hair. “We better get out there quickly. With you 
looking like that, I’m damn close to skipping the main and 
going straight for dessert.” 


“Oh, what’s for dessert?” 


He bares his teeth like a wild beast and closes the distance 
between us. He’s wearing a steel suit he also had ordered 


up. It fits him snugly, the silver hugging his bulging arms. 
Freshly shaved and smelling of his natural manly musk, he 
stares down at me, a subtle smirk on his lips. 


“You’re really just an innocent virgin, aren’t you?” 
“Oh,” I murmur, cheeks blooming red. “You meant...” 
“You’re dessert,” he says. 


I giggle, slapping his chest playfully. “I guess nerves are 
making me slow.” 


“Nerves?” 


I grab onto his shoulders, feeling the stony security of them 
beneath the suit. They’re so hard, completely unyielding, as 
though his flesh really is carved of rock. 


“T’ve never worn a dress like this before,” I tell him. 


“Oh,” he says, his hands gliding to my hips and squeezing. 
“Well, you look gorgeous. Beautiful. Majestic. Fucking 
angelic.” 


I laugh. “Didn’t realize you were such a poet.” 


“T don’t want you to think I only want you for how much ofa 
fuck-queen you are,” he growls. “It’s just I’ve got this thing, 
you see, and it’s pretty hard and pretty ready to drive into 
that tight little hole of yours, and this thing won’t leave me 
alone and...” 


I laugh and he chuckles, and then something crazy happens 
to me. I don’t know where it comes from, this sudden influx 
of confidence. Maybe it’s the laughter or the relief that 
swims through me when I see the lust and desire - and not 
disgust - in his pale haunted eyes. 


I smooth my hand down to his manhood, squeezing onto it 
through the front of his pants. 


He sucks in a savage breath and I gasp at my own boldness, 
but then I see the tension moving through him, the freaking 
power I have at this moment. 


I start moving my hand up and down, feeling the tangled 
hardness of his flesh, his massive manhood all twisted in his 
boxer shorts. 


“Holy heck, you really like that, don’t you?” I gasp. 


“Damn fucking right I do,” he says, voice shimmering in his 
pleasure. 


“T want to stroke it,” I whisper, anxiety and bravery clashing 
horns inside of me, shattering, spreading ... and then 
settling when I focus again on the way Damian’s expression 
shifts in his bubbling desire. “I want to make you feel how 
you make me feel.” 


“T don’t want to waste any more of my seed,” he growls. 
“But goddamn, Popstar, I’m not going to turn you down. I 
don’t think I could ever do that.” 


Suddenly my hands are fumbling with his belt, but they’re 
clumsy and I end up wedging the buckle against the leather 
of the belt, twisting it up so that I can’t pull it loose. 


With a savage snarl, Damian reaches down and yanks it, 
snapping the buckle and tossing it to the floor where it 
clatters metallically. 


I grab his pants and pull them down, eyes widening as the 
immense size of him springs free. He seems so huge when I 
look at him like this, not twisting my gaze over my shoulder 
like last time. 


He must be ten or eleven freaking inches, his shaft thick 
with veins going up the base. The end is swollen and huge 


and glistening with a drop of precome that makes my 
insides all fuzzy and tingly. 


How am I ever going to take that huge thing? 
“What do I do?” I whisper. “I want to make you come.” 


“And you’re asking me what to do?” he says with a growling 
shimmer. “You need to think carefully about that. Because I 
might just take you up on the offer. And once I start on 
those pouty lips of yours, I won’t be able to stop. Do you 
understand, Popstar?” 


“You want my l-lips?” 
“Get on your knees. Now.” 


I lower myself to my knees, the marble floor digging 
painfully into my knees and Damian must see me wince 
because he quickly grabs a cushion from the bed and hands 
it to me. I smile up at him, warmth blossoming across my 
chest to think that, even amidst all this carnal closeness, 
he’d think of something like that. 


“Now you need to open your mouth as wide as you can,” he 
says, grabbing the base of his shaft. 


“Okay,” I whisper, nerves writhing again now. 


But I can see how hungry he is in those fjord-blue eyes of 
his. 


I can see it in the way his cock throbs and twitches. 


I open my mouth wide and look up at him, subtly learning 
that he likes it when I open my eyes wide for him, that it 
turns him on somehow. He reaches down and slides his 
hands through my hair, finding knots that the hairbrush 
didn’t catch, but stroking softly enough that he doesn’t 
Cause me any pain. 


“Now ... push those fucking tits together,” he gasps, 
bringing his cock closer and closer to my face so that I can 
smell his precome, so close that I’m almost certain I can see 
my reflection in it for a delirious moment. 


I grab my breasts, still sore from his pleasuring hands, and 
push them together for him. 


“Now I’m going to fuck that mouth,” he snarls. “Do you 
understand? Are you going to let me fuck your pretty little 
mouth?” 


“Yes, I want to—” 


But the moment I stay yes, the civilized Damian is gone and 
the beast has taken his place. 


Pulling my head forward, he drives his cock at my lips and 
pushes it until my mouth is filled with the taste of him. 


I cough and he pulls out, his eyes utterly captivated. 


“Tm fine,” I whimper, my sex getting so wet I’m worried it’s 
going to start dripping down my thighs. “Keep going, 
Damian—” 


The beast doesn’t need any further encouragement, his 
cock becoming a hammer as it drives in and out of my 
mouth. 


All I can do is keep my mouth open wide and gaspingly take 
as much of him as I’m able, fighting off the urge to cough 
when his engorged head smacks into the back of my throat. 


He doesn’t get the whole thing in. 
There’s no way he could, it’s so huge. 


But that doesn’t seem to matter as he keeps thrusting, as I 
grab onto the hard muscles of his hips and move my head in 


time with his thrusts, sucking him as he fucks my mouth, 
over and over. 


“T need to see those tits,” he gasps. “Get—them—out. Now. 
Do what you’re told, Popstar.” 


I grab the dress and yank it down, freeing my bra, and then 
I pull it down and let my breasts spill free. 


The hunger in his eyes explodes anew and he grabs my 
shoulders, throwing me onto the bed and then positioning 
me with eager hands so that I’m in the right place. 


He leans down and grabs my breasts, pushing them on 
either side of his enraged hot wet cock, fucking my breasts 
faster each second, pumping his hips. 


“In my mouth,” I gasp, letting the moment guide me. 


It’s impossible to feel silly or disgusting or any of that self- 
hating crap in a moment like this when Damian is obsessed 
with me when I’m the only person who even exists to him. 


I bend down and open my mouth so that his tip can reach it 
as he fucks my breasts. 


“You—dirty—fuck— fuck...” 


I catch his tip and he holds it there, growling as he fires his 
hot load into the back of my throat. 


I choke and cough and then swallow, the tanginess of it 
nowhere near as off-putting as I always assumed it would 
be. 


The saltiness of it dances around my mouth as I swallow 
more and more, and then he stumbles back, heaving in 
savage breaths. 


“Fucking hell,” he mutters. 


“Did I...” 


“Quiet,” he commands. “ You’re perfect, Popstar. And after a 
performance like that, it’s time you started fucking 
believing it.” 


I’m ready, I almost blurt out. 
It’s the truth. 


Or does it just feel like the truth because I’m on a high after 
what we just did? 


Maybe I should wait until after dinner, when I’ve calmed 
down, to consult the lust angels inside of me and see if 
they’re ready to spread their wings. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


D amian 


We sit on the balcony around the restaurant table, the glass 
cloudy with zigs and zags of expressive white darting here 
and there. The glasses are crystal and shiny and even the 
vase is the same glassy creaminess of the table, the stems of 
the roses partially visible through it. Sparky is asleep just 
beyond the glass door, curled up, eyes closed contentedly. 


I look across at Dakota, her hair luscious and wavy down to 
her shoulders, her sexy-as-fuck face brushed here and 
there with subtle strokes of makeup, which only serve to 
enhance her natural features not create features from 
nothing. Her breasts draw me in, my cock giving a twitch 
when I remember how voluptuous they felt wrapped 
around my greedy cock. 


She studies the menu, biting her lip in a way that drives me 
feral. 


“Tt’s been a crazy couple of days,” she murmurs. 


“The craziest,” I agree. 


“It’s kind of made me want to devour a big juicy steak with 
some fries and onion rings.” 


“That sounds delicious,” I agree. 


“But I...” She trails off, her expression hardening, pouting 
her lips for a moment. “ You know what? No.” 


“No?” I ask, laughing a little at her sudden seriousness. 


“I mean it,” she goes on. “I was about to go on this whole 
speech about how I should get a salad. But I guess being 
with you is starting to rub off on me, Damian, because I 
don’t want a salad and I don’t want to talk about getting a 
salad.” 


“Good, then don’t get the goddamn salad,” I say 
passionately, recognizing that this is a big moment for her. 


“Then TIl have the steak, medium-rare,” she declares with a 
laugh. 


“Good,” I grin predatorily. “I was thinking just the same. 
Except I like mine rare and bloody. I’m glad you chose 
something thick enough to keep those steakish thighs of 
yours nice and juicy.” 


“Steakish?” she giggles. “Did you just make up a word?” 
“You know what? I think I did.” 


She smiles gorgeously at me, and then gestures around the 
balcony, although balcony undersells what is essentially an 
enclosed private paradise. The floors are heated and glass 
protects us from the lashing winds of winter this high from 
ground level. The night sky is right there for the taking, a 
bare touch away, and yet the only starlight that truly 
thunders into me is that in my queen’s eyes. 


“This place is beautiful,” she says. 


“Not as beautiful as you.” 
She laughs. “That was quick.” 


“Well, I was literally just thinking it,” I smirk. “Just give me 
a second and I’ll make our orders.” 


I walk into the living room - pausing to give Sparky his 
deserved pat on the head - and then pick up the phone and 
make the room service order. It’s hard not to note as I do so 
that this place is fancier than most restaurants people visit, 
so I don’t feel too bad about dining my princess here and 
not out in public... where it’d be too dangerous anyway. 


I return to her, leaving the door cracked slightly so we'll 
hear the knock at the door. 


“Are you sure we’re safe here?” Dakota murmurs. 


I nod shortly. “In all the years I’ve been doing this, the 
Bratva have never hit anywhere like this hotel. They know 
they’d be signing their own arrest warrant if they did that. 
They may have paid off some low-level officials, but once 
you start with a place like this, the big guns get involved.” 


“How long have you been doing this?” Dakota asks quietly. 
I smirk, but it comes out shaky. I can feel it. 

“About thirty,” I say. 

“That means you started when you were about ten?” 
“Thereabouts,” I say, nodding. 

“Whoah,” she says. “That’s crazy.” 

“T guess so,” I laugh grimly. 

She folds her arms, staring at me. 


“What?” I ask. 


“What?” she counters. “Are you seriously going to drop a 
bomb like that and expect me not to want to know more?” 


I sigh, turning to the stars. “After my parents died in the 
plane crash, I went to live with my uncle and aunt. One day 
some bad men came to do some bad shit to my aunt, and 
something in me snapped. I defended her. I hurt one of the 
men pretty badly and I killed the other with one of my 
uncle’s guns. Felix was out at the time, so he couldn’t help. 
When my uncle saw what I’d done, I guess maybe he 
thought he’d harness it. Ever since then, I’ve been in the 
trade. 


“But I had a rule from day one. I’d only ever take a contract 
on someone who’s done something worth dying over. If 
they’ve assaulted a lady, touched a kid, murdered an 
innocent civilian ... then I’ll happily put them in the ground. 
But I’m not and I’ve never been some mindless thug who’ll 
kill anybody for any price.” 


“How many men have you killed?” she asks. 
“Ts this your idea of dinner conversation?” I snap. 


She flares right back. “If I’m going to be the mother of your 
child, don’t you think I deserve to know?” 


Admiration dances inside of me when I see how fiery and 
sassy She is. I reach across the table and take her hand, 
feeling the heat of her. 


“Twenty-nine, Dakota ... well, thirty if that bastard back at 
the cottage didn’t make it.” 


I expect her to flinch or pull away, but instead, she just 
looks at me with her brave eyes, the same way she looked 
at me back at Dobry’s estate. 


“And they were all evil—the sort of men who’d break into an 
innocent family’s house and kill a little girl’s parents?” 


I swallow, thinking about how hellish it must’ve been for 
her, to be there on the night it happened. 


“Yes,” I tell her. “I’ll never let anything happen to you, 
Dakota. Ever.” 


She squeezes my hand and stares at me in wordless thanks, 
a light smile whispering across her lips. 


“What happened to Felix and your aunt?” she asks. 


“Felix was killed on a job,” I say. “My aunt lives in Spain 
with her new husband.” 


“Oh, God, I’m sorry,” she says. 


“It’s fine,” I say, but there’s more rumbling emotion in my 
voice than I expected. “It was... It’s fine.” 


“What, Damian?” she murmurs. 


I realize I’m clenching my fists as I rest them on the table so 
that when Dakota reaches across to supportively pat my 
hand, she’s actually touching a gnarled fury-filled bear’s 
paw. I unclench it with an effort and let her hold my hand, 
though the fire racing around me makes holding hers back 
impossible. 


“Tt’s nothing,” I say, turning back to the stars, focusing on 
them, and trying to slow my breathing. 


She stands up - her chair scraping on the floor makes me 
look - and walks around the edge of the table. She drops 
into my lap, throws her arms around my shoulders, and 
glares at me. She glares at me hard. She glares at me like 
the only woman I’ll ever need, demanding an answer from 
me. 


“It is not nothing,” she snaps. “Otherwise you wouldn’t be 
acting so weird. So why don’t you cut the crap and tell me 
what’s going on, hmm?” 


“Since when did you get so feisty?” I smirk, gliding my hand 
up the sweet sweat-tinged coolness of her thigh. 


“Nah uh,” she giggles, impishly slapping my wandering 
hand away. “Until you bare your soul for me, you never get 
to touch me again.” 


“Jesus, Dakota,” I growl. “Don’t you think that’s a little 
rough?” 


“T think I’ve made myself clear,” she laughs. 


“Clear as a goddamn knife to the heart,” I say, smirking 
despite myself. “I’ve never talked about this before. Well, 
except with my aunt and Sparky. But then ... not this, not 
what I—” 


I stop, some sort of mental block rising in me, making it 
difficult to push out the remainder of the words. I laugh at 
the absurd effort of it, far more difficult than any weights 
I’ve ever lifted, any men I’ve ever fought. 


Dakota takes my face in her hands and guides my gaze to 
hers, staring sternly. 


“Mister, it’d be one thing if you genuinely didn’t want to talk 
about this. But I can tell that you do and you’re stopping 
yourself. What is it, macho pride? Or something else?” 


“Something else, I think,” I say, a volcanic quaver in my 
voice. “I just...” 


“Tt’s hard?” 
“Yeah,” I admit. 
“Well, I’m right here.” 


I grab her hips and move against her, making her feel my 
solid slab of manhood through my pants and her skirt. She 
might think she has the power right now, but the dampness 
of her crotch tells me the truth, that she’s just as boiling- 
horny hot as I am right now. 


“T can feel that,” I tell her. 
“Hey, what did I say about touching?” 
I smirk. “Tell me you don’t like it and PI stop.” 


She brings her face close to mine. “I like it,” she whispers. 
“But I also want you to feel like you can talk to me.” 


A pause. A challenge. 
And I find myself accepting. 


“Tt’s just... it was a stupid mistake, Felix made,” I growl, the 
force of my words shocking even myself. “It was a simple 
job. This bastard ran a money laundering operation. To the 
outside world, he was a bar owner and the leader of some 
two-bit biker gang. In reality, he worked for the Mexican 
Cartel and he was ingratiating himself into the town so that 
they could set up more money-laundering operations. So all 
Felix had to do is wait—just fucking wait for the bastard to 
close up, go to bed, sneak in there, get the job done.” 


“What did he do instead?” Dakota murmurs. 


“He went in there when the place was open,” I say, my voice 
coated in bitter acid. “He marched in there and confronted 
the guy and had the whole place on him in two seconds flat. 
It was stupid and—and Jesus Christ, Dakota. I’ve never said 
this before, but I think he wanted to die. I think that was his 
way of opting out. He let the life get to him. Maybe that’s 
why I was going to retire after this job. Maybe that’s why I 
bought the farm.” 


“The farm?” 


“Well, a property in California. Don’t think rll do much 
farming. Maybe TIl open a gym. I don’t know. Hey.” I pause, 
turning to face Dakota again. “You'll stay with me, won’t 
you, on the farm?” 


“Damian, are you asking me to move to California with you 
when this is all over?” 


I smirk, stroking her face, feeling the shape of her smile. 
“Yeah, it looks like I am.” 


“Then the answer is obviously yes,” she says. “And thank 
you. For sharing with me. I know it was hard for you.” 


“Yeah, I guess when you’re on your own long enough, you 
start to forget what it’s like,” I say. “But even that’s bullshit. 
I don’t think I could talk to anyone apart from you.” 


She wriggles against me, her ass cheeks clutching at my 
cock. 


“Now who’s breaking the rule?” I smirk. 
“Damian,” she whispers. 


There’s something in the way she whispers, the singsong 
quality of it. 


“Yes?” I growl, hardly daring to hope. 


“After dinner ... you know, I think we should—” She giggles. 
“I'm ready, that’s what I’m trying to say.” 


I grab her hips and pull her down so that there’s as little 
space as possible between her fine ass cheeks and my 
throbbing cock. 


“Hallelujah,” I growl, bringing my lips to her neck. 


The knock at the door interrupts me. 


“Well,” Dakota says. “I did say after dinner, right? And that 
smells delicious.” 


“You can smell it from here?” 
“Can’t you?” 


“No,” I say. “The only thing I can smell is that hot tangy 
pussy of yours.” 


She flushes and wriggles out of my lap - probably knowing I 
wouldn't be able to stop myself otherwise - and I walk to 
the door and get the food. 


Sparky trails after me, alert to the scent of the steaks. Once 
I collect them, I have to admit that she’s right. 


They do smell pretty damn good. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


D akota 


I walk into the bedroom with his hands at my hips, one hand 
leaving me for a bare moment to shut the door. Sparky is 
lying in a heap in the dining room, under the table with 
several cushions he’s claimed and definitely will try to take 
with him when we leave. 


So it’s just us, me and my man in this giant bedroom with 
the giant bed in the middle, the sheets fine silk, the floor 
cover in fur rugs, the whole place screaming of decadence. 


Lit by the wall lights, making everything coppery and 
dreamy, he guides me to the bed and then spins me around, 
pushing me onto the sheets. 


I sit down, pouting up at him, my heart chasing my anxiety 
through my body, pounding, but there’s another pounding. 
It comes from deep inside of me, between my legs, my 
womb, or my soul or whatever the heck it is. 


It’s there. 


It’s real and it won’t take no for an answer. 


I feel my pussy getting so wet the old me would’ve been 
embarrassed, worried that he’d be disgusted. 


But I see the way his expression turns more feral when he 
reaches down and sliding his hand up between my thighs 
and pushes my panties aside, stroking the wetness from my 
hole to my clit. 


“Fuck, you’re already so creamy,” he groans, his breath hot 
against my ear. 


“Yeah,” I moan, twitching against his finger, guiding my clit 
to the tip where he drives the firmest. 


“Eager tonight, aren’t you?” he snarls. “Your body knows 
what it wants. Your body knows what to do. You’ve just got 
to listen to it, my horny goddess. Do you understand? Just 
give in to what your body wants. Just moan. Just twerk like 
a horny little thing. Just cream. Squirt. Now.” 


He grinds his whole palm against my sex, driving the heel of 
his hand against my clit so hard I’m shocked when there 
isn’t pain, just the hard press of his pleasure imposed upon 
me. 


I grab his wrist and twitch against him and feel my eyes roll 
back as I shiver and bounce like a freaking possessed 
person. 


The orgasm thunders between my thighs and my juices 
squirt down all over his hand, over my own fingers where 
I’m gripping his wrist. 


The heat explodes at the base of my mound and spikes up 
through me, as though his cock has suddenly exploded 
inside of me without me realizing it. 


I look down through my tears of euphoria and see that it’s 
still his hand, and then up into his face. 


I pause when I see the way he stares at me, pale eyes 
watching. 


“What?” I whisper, the orgasm tremors getting quieter, and 
then receding altogether. “Did I look stupid?” 


“Stupid?” he growls. “You looked like my own personal 
nympho. But just mine, do you understand? I want you to be 
addicted to my dick and have those needy tits sucked and 
that clit played with and fucking punished, but only by 
mine. Say it. Now.” 


“Only you,” I moan, realizing that Damian is becoming the 
animal version of him again. 


And I freaking love it. 
“Cunt out. Tits out. Ass out. Now.” 


He steps back and starts tearing at his own clothes like a 
beast who’s suddenly realized he needs to be naked. 


I ride the wave of the moment. 
And say fuck it to all the self-doubt out. 
I start tearing at my own clothes the same way. 


Between snatches of our clothes, we exchange glances, 
both of us getting hungrier and hungrier as more items are 
removed. 


But at the base of it all, there’s this whisper telling me I 
won't be able to do this. 


I won’t be good enough. 


I won’t be brave enough to take the whole massive meaty 
length of him. 


“No more thinking,” he snarls, stepping forward so that his 
cock bobs near my face. “Lie down. I need that hole. I need 
that fucking womb.” 


He grabs my arms and carries me onto the middle of the 
bed, climbing on with his knees, so tall he can still hold me 
clear off the mattress in his solid hands. 


He grabs my thighs and pulls them apart, staring down at 
my pussy with fascinated eyes, and then grits his teeth, his 
whole body shaking. 


“Are you ready?” he growls. 


He rears up like a bear claiming his mate, his eyes twin 
moons of paleness as he glares, harder and harder each 
moment. 


“Popstar,” he snarls. “Tell me you’re fucking ready.” 


I almost gasp out that I’m not, that I’m terrified I can’t take 
him. I almost scream at him to get away because I can’t do 
this, but then I feel my womb pulsing, making my sex even 
wetter, my lips tingling with the phantom anticipation of his 
throbbing massive dick. 


“Yes,” I whisper. “But maybe take it slow... just until—” 


“Of course,” he says, eyes fixated on my pussy as he grabs 
his shaft and starts guiding it toward my hole. 


He pushes aside my lips and then thrusts up, snapping his 
gaze back to mine as my pussy lips scream with the tension 
of him. 


“But once I feel your little hole open up for me, I’m 
pounding it hard. Because I own you. So open up for me, 
Dakota. Do it. Do it now.” 


My pussy lips shift and then it’s like I’m suddenly on fire. 
The place between my legs sings in a way I’ve never felt 
before, the sharp starry burn moving through me, telling 
me that I’m ready. 


I can take him. 
Oh, God, yes, I can take him. 


He cocks a smirk, both savage and shaky, ready to snap his 
predator’s teeth at any second. 


“T fucking knew you’d open up for me. Our bodies need it. 
Our bodies won’t let us do anything else. You’re ready for 
this big dick, aren’t you?” 


“Y-yes,” I say, grabbing at his shoulders, as if I don’t Il fall 
off the bed and off the world. 


Everything in me pulsates toward his cock sliding deeper 
and deeper into my sopping wet hole. 


“Oh—just fuck me, Damian. Just do it. Just take me—” 


The words come from some primal place. I don’t even plan 
to cry them out. They just bubble up within me as though 
my womb has learned to control my speech, as though she’s 
running the show now. 


And I feel myself passing control and pulsating and gyrating 
into the moment, grinding up and down his cock as he 
pushes it right up to the hilt. 


“Uh,” he grunts, shoving deeper, tickling my pussy lips as 
he rears back, stares at me, down at my tits, and then back 
into my eyes as though he’s seeing me for the first time with 
each new look. “Do you have any idea how fucking sexy look 
right now? But something’s wrong.” 


Anxiety whirls through me, the same that touched me after 
the orgasm before. 


Does he think I look stupid? 
Panic batters me but then he smirks again. 


“You’re not creaming,” he says. “That’s a big fucking 
problem. So you better pinch those pink nipples until you 
do. I want to see you turn them red until you’ve creamed all 
over this dick. Alright, Dakota?” 


“Yes,” I moan, my fingertips snapping to my nipples as 
though magnetized. 


I pinch and feel the sizzling sensation of it, mixing with the 
fireworks in my belly and my pussy as he thrusts harder 
and harder. His whole body is a shifting show of light 
dappling off his muscles as he thrusts, cutting the light in 
different configurations every time, eyes fixated, sweat 
coating him, beastly, mine. 


“Mine,” I gasp, pinching my nipples harder. 


“Yours,” he snarls. “But mine. You’re—mine. You’re mine 
and you better start fucking creaming now.” 


He roars the last and I open my mouth to scream, but all 
that comes out is a tangled cry as I bounce atop his cock. 


Our fleshy slapping noise fills the room, the song of our 
flesh and our juices make the air tangy and sweet and it’s 
all so intimate I can hardly stand it, my whole body shaky, 
my pussy pulsing and dancing and my womb throwing a 
freaking party as I squirt. 


I’m squirting, writhing around on his cock, pushing my tits 
together, and just about make out the sight of him through 
my teary eyes. 


He’s staring, bucking slightly, but mostly just gazing at me 
as if he can’t look away. 


“T’m—creaming,” I gasp. 
“Fuck, say that again,” he snarls. 


He reaches around my sides, near what some people might 
call Jove handles. But something incredible happens. I don’t 
cringe away. I don’t think he’s playing a trick on me. 
Instead, I move so that he can slide his hands down to my 
needy ass, because I know that’s what my man wants, what 
he needs. 


I gasp through the orgasm, stunned at this transformation, 
riding the euphoria of it like a wave that’s never going to hit 
the shore. 


“T’m—c-c-c...” 


I can’t finish the sentence as another atom bomb is 
detonated inside my pussy, the end of his cock hammering 
into some deep starry place now. 


His shaft is stretching my pussy’s hole so that she’s whining 
softly with each savage thrust, his massive dick pushing at 
the edges. He fills me entirely, and then he explodes and I’m 
left shivering and gasping and not even sure what I’m 
doing. 


“Cream,” he snarls, squeezing my ass so hard he must be 
turning it red, the contact adding to the tingling. “Cream. 
Cream. Cream.” 


“Come in me, Damian.” 


“Arghhhhhhh,” he roars, suddenly leaning over as though 
he’s taken a buckshot to the back of the head. 


He collapses against me like I’m vital to him, bringing his 
teeth to my neck like a wolf and biting down as he growls 
through his teeth into my flesh, his breath hot, his teeth 
hotter. 


Everything is burning. 


“Come, come, come,” I say, pulsing against him, my own 
orgasm wrestling with his and indulging in the 
entanglement. 


“Fuck, fuck,” he pants, his thrusts getting slower, his teeth 
releasing my flesh. 


He rears up and looks at me, his cock still hard inside of me. 


“You’re fucking beautiful,” he whispers, thrusting slowly, 
and then picking up his pace, his face twisting savagely. 


“Again?” I whimper in shock. 


“Again. But you'll cream quicker this time. I need to see that 
fucking ass. Turn over. Now. Don’t make me ask you twice.” 


I gasp and turn over, my whole body shaking under the 
animal weight of him. He leans back to let me turn, and 
then latches onto my hips and just shoves his cock inside of 
me, pushes it in past his own seed and my juices. 


He drives into me this time as if he’s forgotten how recently 
I was a virgin. 


I cry out in pleasure as it twists through me, but all I can do 
is buck against him, letting my ass take the brunt impact of 
his abs against me. 


“Cream,” he says, voice cold and commanding. “Cream on 
this dick. I want it to be fucking covered. Now, Dakota.” 


His hand comes down in a light spank, and then he growls 
as if he likes it and he does it harder. I cry out and shift 


against him, but of course, he only likes that, and his hand 
whacks against my flesh again, stinging it red. 


I let out a shivering gasp as my pussy is flourishing and 
tingling again, as though each spank is fuel for another 
eruption. 


“My own personal fucking nymphomaniac,” he snarls. He 
brings his hand down in another hot euphoric kiss on my 
ass cheek. “You like it, don’t you? God, you’re a nympho just 
for me. Fucking say it.” 


“T’m a sexy horny slut for you,” I moan, my womb guiding 
my words, my wetness, and his heat, and the thunderous 
way my skin tingles all over telling me that I don’t sound 
silly. 


I sound like his woman. 


“T’m a sex-hungry minx, Damian, but only for you, just for 


n 


you. 


“You're the mother of my children,” he roars, grabbing the 
slap-tinged flesh and gazing down as if his hot cock 
slamming into my tight hole is the sexiest thing he’s ever 
seen. 


“Cream,” he gasps. 


“Ah,” I cry, burying my face in the sheets and squeezing him 
tight. 


He roars and lets his second load go at the same time, 
leaning over so that his bare chest is against my back. He 
cradles me as I buck and whimper against him, making 
lioness noises as my lion drapes his stony weight over me. 
He buries his hand in my breasts and twists with the motion 
of my hips, finally pulling out of me and rolling aside. 


I immediately crawl into his arms, the post-sex haze settling 
over me. 


Old fears return with the filter of the lust removed, as 
though what we just did was a dream. My thoughts were 
made all shimmery with the pulsing heat. 


“Did I...” 


“Popstar,” Damian laughs, leaning down and kissing my 
forehead softly. “You were amazing. I’m so happy I found 
you. When I saw you, I knew I had to put a baby in you. But 
Jesus Christ, I didn’t know you were going to be kind and 
sexy and talented and a little freak in the bedroom as well. 
You’re the whole package. And it’s all for me. Always. Say 
it.” 


“Tt’s all for you,” I moan. 


“TIl have to make you say that often,” he snarls. “Because I 
have to remind you. Id kill any man who tried to hurt you. 
You know that, don’t you?” 


“Yes,” I whisper, resting my cheek against the hard beating 
of his heart. 


“Good,” he says quietly, a growl in his voice. “Because I 
want that farm in Cali. I want our baby—the one that’s 
growing inside you right now. I want Sparky to run around 
in the sun and I want you sitting on the porch, Popstar, 
singing for the whole family. I want a life.” 


“Me too,” I say, tears squeezing between my eyelids. 


A movie plays at hyper-speed in my mind, my family’s 
murders - bloody gunshots - and then the loneliness, the 
way the other kids always ignored me as if I was a ghost. I 
see the lonely gullible girl I was. 


And then I see the life he’s describing. 


I see the woman I could become. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


D amian 


I sit in a world of hazy hard-to-grasp light, drifting along 
with birds chirping, Sparky cradled in my lap, his body 
warm and contentment radiating out of him. I listen closely 
and hear that the chirping is her voice, my woman, and 
when I look down I see that Sparky and I are floating on a 
raft on a river of glistening blue. Without having to ask, I 
know we’re going home, to her, to be with the mother of my 
children, to the most beautiful— 


I jolt upright at the sound of her scream, my hand snatching 
to the bedside table and grabbing my gun on instinct. 


I roll out of bed and look around the room, assessing it for 
threats, alert to any sign of what I have to kill, and when, 
and in what order. 


But the room is empty, Dakota’s dress a shadowy creature 
on the floor. 


The scent of our sex still fills the air, musky, and welcome. 


I turn to find Dakota sitting up in bed, gazing at me, her 
eyes terrified orbs in the semidarkness. 


“Why do you have your gun?” 


“You screamed,” I murmur, sensing in her voice that she’s 
still half-asleep. 


Waking and sleeping in violent jolts takes some practice. 


“Oh,” she says, still eyeing me like I’m somebody else. “I 
just need—just leave me alone for a minute.” 


She hurries into the ensuite, slamming the door behind her. 
Sparky scratches at the door so I walk across the room and 
scoop him up. He whines and looks anxiously toward the 
ensuite door, as though telling me that my woman needs 
me, needs us. 


“I know, boy,” I murmur. “I think maybe she had a 
nightmare.” 


Leave me alone for a minute. 


The phrase replays in my mind as I return to the bed and sit 
down with a heavy sigh. I let Sparky go around the room, 
sniffing like a madman, before he finally settles at the door 
to the ensuite, sat there like a good little soldier awaiting 
his instructions. 


Leave me alone, that definitely sounds like her nightmare 
was about me or at least that something in her nightmare 
reminded her of me. 


I sit and wait, a skill I’ve honed over the years. 


I’m often stunned by the way people will fidget as they wait, 
their hands clawing for their phones, for a magazine they 
have no interest in, for anything other than being in the 
company of their own thoughts. 


I breathe slowly and tell myself that no matter what Dakota 
says when she emerges TIl be there for her. 


She’s carrying my child now. 


I can’t be sure of that ... except that I feel sure, the same 
certainty that touched me when I laid eyes on her. I’m done 
questioning the feelings of fate and closeness and destiny, 
no matter much the labels might make me feel foolish. 


Finally, the door cracks open and she walks out in a silk 
bathrobe, walking with small steps over to the bed and 
sitting close to me. But not next to me, as though she wants 
to keep some distance between us. 


“Bad dream?” I ask. 
She laughs drily. 


“Yeah, that might be an understatement,” she murmurs. “It 
was...” 


I lift my hand to reach over, but then remember the way she 
stared at me from the bed, the wide-eyed horror in her 
eyes. I let my hand drop. She sees me and shuffles closer, 
tentatively taking my hand. I grab onto her firmly and savor 
the feeling of this closeness, the way I'll always savor it, 
even after we’ve held hands ten thousand times. 


“It was just crazy,” she goes on. “I was in this house—I 
think. It’s hard to remember all the details now. You know 
what dreams are like. But I was in this house and the men 
who killed my family were in there. My mom and dad, they 
were already dead, and then I was running out of the house 
and into the forest and one of the men caught me and...” 


“And you turned and he had my face,” I say. “Because I’m a 
killer, just like the men who killed your parents.” 


She frowns. “I didn’t say that.” 


“You didn’t have to, Popstar.” 
“T can’t help what I dream, Damian,” she says. 


She snatches her hand from mine and walks across the 
room, standing at the window so that the moonlight shining 
through the diaphanous curtains frames her in silhouette. 


“T know,” I say calmly. “But that’s what scared you when you 
woke up. You saw me holding the gun and for a second you 
thought I was going to hurt you. Which I’d never fucking do. 
Which I’d die before doing.” 


“T know that,” she says, spinning back to me, fists clenched. 
“But maybe this craziness is finally hitting me, okay? Maybe 
being kidnapped and cutting somebody’s face with a letter 
opener and nearly being raped and then being saved and 
then being attacked and now this—now losing my virginity 
to you, to the man of my dreams, to a killer, to a handsome 
wonderful protector, to a big confusing lump of a man, 
maybe, maybe...” 


She chokes on her sob, as if she didn’t expect it, and then 
coughs past it and starts to cry shakily. I rise to my feet and 
walk over to her, steeling myself for the possibility that 
she’ll turn away from my embrace. 


But I have to try. 


Thankfully she clutches onto me, burying her face in my 
bare chest. 


“It’s just so much,” she gasps through the tears. 
“Maybe I’ve been taking it too fast—” 
Whack. 


She brings her hand down on my chest with surprising 
strength for somebody who doesn’t lift weights. But then 


again, maybe I’m doing her a disservice by forgetting how 
strong she is. 


“No, Damian,” she says passionately, staring at me hard 
through her tears. “You can’t say that. You can’t even think 
that, okay? Because—because—” 


She breaks into tears again and I take her in my arms, 
leading her to the bed, then scoop her under the knees and 
cradle her to my chest. 


I hold her close, rocking her softly, understanding that all 
the pain that’s built up in her needs to come out somehow. 


Sparky climbs atop her, nuzzling at her face, licking her 
cheeks as her tears begin to slow. 


“Because what, Dakota?” I murmur after a couple of 
minutes. 


“Oh,” she says, giggling up at me. “Right. Yeah. Well, I don’t 
know. Maybe it will sound silly.” 


“You were all gun-ho about telling me just now,” I tease. 
“Yeah, when I was speaking from Sob Central.” 


She sits up in my lap, wrapping her arms around my 
shoulders looking into my eyes. I brace her back, feeling the 
warmth of her skin through the bathrobe. Sparky lies atop 
her legs, draped over as though claiming a piece of this 
moment for his own. 


“So what do you think, Damian? Now that you’ve seen me 
all snotty and icky, and now that I’m no longer a virgin, do 
you still want me?” 


“Always,” I snarl. “But I also want you to tell me what you 
were going to say. Because otherwise, it seems my little 


princess is going back on her own principles. You’re the one 
who wants us to be able to talk to each other, remember?” 


“Touché,” she says, giving my shoulder a playful pinch. 
“Fine, since you’ve backed me into a corner...” 


“There’s more that I’d like to back you into,” I growl. 
She giggles, a sound sweeter than sugar after her sobbing. 
“Does that even make sense?” 


“I don’t know,” I chuckle deeply. “It made you laugh, so 
missioned accomplished.” 


“I was just going to say... Well, obviously I have just some 
unfinished stuff to do with Mom and Dad’s death. I mean, 
for one thing, the psychos who did it were never caught—” 


“T can help with that,” I tell her. 
“Really?” 


I nod. “I can put some feelers out. It might have to wait 
until after this shit with the Bratva, though.” 


“Okay,” she says, nodding. “Yes, thank you.” 
“Anything,” I tell her firmly. “Anyway, you were saying?” 


“Yeah, basically I guess I’ve always been sort of paranoid, 
and then that wasn’t helped by how the Bratva got their 
hands on me. It’s so freaking embarrassing.” 


I pause, sensing she needs to talk, to vent, and Ill always 
give her that room. 


It’s her right, as my queen. 


“They contacted me and said they wanted to hear my 
singing. Apparently, their agent overheard me in the forest 
one day. It’s ridiculous. Of course, that didn’t happen. I 


guess they knew I was a singer from my Likes or whatever 
online. But I fell for it, really bought into their bullshit story. 
The second I walked into that so-called talent agency ... 
blam, they had me.” 


“Blam,” I tease. 
“Well, bang, whack, whatever.” 
“Nope, Popstar, you said blam.” 


She wriggles against me, my cock thrumming with the need 
to be inside of her again, but somehow I fight the urge. 


I imagine myself striding into that phony talent agency and 
Snapping their bones like toothpicks. 


“So I guess I’ve always doubted my feelings, but then with 
you, it’s like you’re the only true thing I’ve ever felt. My 
need to be with you, Damian, I can’t explain it. But when 
I’m with you it’s like I’ve finally found my place in a puzzle, 
like all my life I’ve been this misshapen piece and with you I 
just...” 


“Fit,” I say, emotion bubbling beneath the word. “I know 
exactly what you mean, Dakota. I feel exactly the same.” 


“T don’t see you as a killer,” she says, bringing her lips close 
to mine, her breath washing over me, leaden with the 
scents of her desire. “It was just a nightmare. Really, I see 
you as the best thing that ever happened to me. Really, 
honestly, I think I’m—” 


In love with you. 
Is that what she was about to say? 


The blaring of the phone cuts through her words, causing 
Sparky to leap to his feet, his tail erect and his posture 
ready for action. 


I leap to my feet, too, Dakota sliding aside onto the bed. 


“What the fuck do they think they’re doing?” I snap, fists 
clenched hard. “It’s three in the goddamn morning. 


“They could have a good reason,” Dakota says quietly. “Be 
nice, Damian.” 


“Nice?” I grin widely at her. “Oh, I’m always fucking nice, 
aren’t I?” 


I grab the phone from the bedside table. 
“Yes?” I snap. 

“How rude,” he says. 

Oh, fuck. 


“What’s the matter, my friend?” Andrei the Wolf goes on, 
sounding way too damn pleased with himself. “Were you 
expecting room service? I am sorry to have to disappoint 
you.” 


I pause. 
I listen. 
I try to think. 


“Ah, I can hear the cogs in your brain turning, my friend,” 
Andrei goes on. “You are thinking that the Bratva would 
never march into a hotel in the middle of the night, not one 
in this part of town. Maybe you’re thinking that my little 
brother, he was the careless one, not me, not good old 
Andrei. Maybe you don’t believe that I would take the 
receptionist and several of the staff as hostages, hmm?” 


“Why risk it?” I say after a moment, the words coming out 
twisted with rage. 


“You know the answer,” Andrei says. “It’s all for her. It’s 
always been for her. 


I look at Dakota as my blood turns cold. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 


D akota 


“Damian? What is it?” 


He stands with the phone in his hand, completely and 
unashamedly naked, the phone looking like some twisted 
war-horn in the shadows of the night as he grips it tightly. 


He growls and squeezes the phone like he wants to crush it 
in his paw. 


The beast is out, oh, God, but not for that this time. 


The monster inside of him flares in his eyes and for a 
second I see the same man who killed Dobry, the cold killer, 
the primal hitman. 


“D-Damian,” I whisper. 


“They’re here,” he snarls, snapping into quick movements 
as he paces across the room. “Get dressed. We need to get 
out of here. No arguments now, Popstar. Just do what I say 
when I say it. Understood?” 


Here he is, clothed in semidarkness, each muscle rippling in 
the light and his entire being made taut with the need to 
protect me, protect our unborn child and Sparky and our 
future. 


He’s not the murderer from my dreams. 
He’ll kill, fine. 
But to protect our family like the savage he is. 


Suddenly this plush hotel suite - the scent of our 
lovemaking still lacing the air - has become a cave, and out 
there in the cave mouth, the outside, where a thousand 
dangers lurk. All I can do is cling to my cave-mate and hope 
he’s strong enough, fierce enough. 


“Dakota?” he snaps. “Come on. Stay with me. Just calm 
down.” 


“In the hotel,” I say, hardly recognizing the voice. “Jesus, 
Damian. Okay—this is bad. This is really bad. I thought you 
said they’d never do this.” 


“They never have,” he murmurs. “But they said, he said—” 
“What, Damian? Tell me. I deserve to know.” 


My heart is thumping so hard it hurts. His eyes seem 
somehow even paler then normal, like cold ghost eyes 
gazing at me. 


“He said all of this is for you,” Damian says. “Whatever the 
fuck that’s supposed to mean.” 


“For me?” 


Damian makes to say something, but deeper in the hotel 
suite Sparky lets out a high-pitched terrible yapping noise, 
and something wooden breaks loudly. 


Like a door being kicked in and a little piebald Dachshund 
being grabbed. 


“Sparky,” I yell, leaping to my feet in the bathrobe and 
flying across the room. 


“Dakota, wait,” Damian yells behind me. 


But I’m already running. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 


D amian 


The bathrobe flutters behind her as she rounds the door, a 
flurry of night-shaded fabric in the night. 


The barking, the wood shattering, the men’s footsteps... 


I drift into the darkness of my mind, the state that Felix 
often talked about. 


“The nothing land,” he told me once, his cigar tip glowing 
yellow in the night and his eyes fixated on the expanding 
darkness of the forest. “You go there, son, and nothing’s 
real. Not you, anybody else, anything else. You become a 
tool. A man’s got to act sometimes without thinking. It’s 
waking the beast up. Remember that.” 


He was Uncle Felix and I always listened damn close when 
he told me something. 


I learned it. I cultivated it. 


I move on autopilot as I jog into the hallway, head bowed, 
sprinting full-tilt toward the sound of Sparky and my 
Popstar with her voice raised. 


“Let me go, you bastard, you freaking—” 


They see a naked seven foot tall man carved out of pure 
goddamn muscle - muscle that’s taken countless hours of 
hard work and grit and bone-deep steel - sprinting around 
the corner like a jungle cat. 


They see something out of the Stone Age as I spin across 
the room. 


One man - tattooed, Bratva - has Dakota by the arm, his 
other hand occupied with his gun. The other - Bratva, 
tattooed - is trying to wrangle Sparky into his arms, his gun 
wedged awkwardly against the pup as though any second 
he could drop it—or set it off. 


“What the fuck?” one man growls in Russian. 


“Ah,” the other grunts when I throw a vase at his head, 
moving so quickly he can’t even track the blur of my motion. 


Already I’m airborne, leaping toward the other man as he 
tries to raise his gun. Sparky growls and springs onto the 
man’s forearm, a roar lacing the air, the gun clattering to 
the ground as good old Sparky latches on. 


My fist connects with his throat and he sucks in a shivering 
gasp, his whole body flying backward against the display 
cabinet with the force of the blow. He coughs and then 
collapses, and all the shattered glass in the cabinet showers 
on him as it begins to fall. 


“Sparky,” I snap. “Here, boy.” 


I pace away, nodding at him to do the same. He pads over to 
my feet as the cabinet crushes the man, trapping him. 


“Ah, oh, God...” 


“Shut up or I’ll let him eat your face,” I snarl. “I mean it. 
One word. One fucking noise. You die. Understand? Nod. 
Don’t speak.” 


He stares, the fight draining from his face. 
Then he nods. 


Because he understands that he’s in the room with a 
fucking animal now. 


I turn and see that my Popstar has just closed the door to 
the hallway. She jogs over to Sparky and leans down, 
scooping him up. 


My chest expands, but I fight it all done. 

Fight. Kill. Protect. 

That’s all Iam now. 

“Damian, what do we do?” she whimpers. 

“Go back to the bedroom. Get some clothes. We’re leaving.” 


Something in my voice stops her questions, her fears, from 
surfacing. She stares at me for a moment and then her eyes 
settle, and she nods. Because she knows, too, that Damian 
isn’t here anymore. 


I’m just a naked man with two guns taken from the Bratva 
and I’ve been trained to kill my whole life. 


She goes, and I raise the guns and stalk toward the door. I 
nudge it open and peer up and down the hallway. 


It’s silent, too damn silent. 


After all the noise we just made, the whole place should be 
alive with activity. 


I shut the door, and then drag the heavy marble corner 
table and lean it against it, my arms straining and sweat 
sliding down my skin. I cross paths with the men. 


I notice that one is still unconscious from the blow with the 
vase, but the one beneath the cabinet is just pretending to 
be unconscious, his body too stiff, his breathing irregular. 


He’s waiting. 


I pass him by, purposefully getting close enough for him to 
lunge. 


He springs at me and I wheel around, spinning and then 
bringing the whole force of the momentum down on his 
head, crushing him against the floor with my fist. 


He cries out and then grows dead-quiet, stiffening for a 
moment before he finally starts to breathe again, deep in 
violent dreams. 


“You try to take my woman?” I growl, rising up. “My 
family?” 


Dakota comes rushing back in, her hair in a no-bullshit bun, 
wearing the sweatpants and T-shirt I ordered for her. Even 
now, I can’t help but indulge in the way the T-shirt clings to 
her breasts, still suck-me-now round and juicy even in her 
bra. Her nipples are needy as fuck and still stick through. 


“Damian,” she says, glaring. Her arms are wrapped around 
a bundle of clothes, my clothes. “Are you serious right 
now?” 


“What?” I smirk. 


She nods insistently and I look down at my massive rock 
hard cock. 


“Okay, bad timing,” I chuckle grimly. 


Fuck, I need to stay cold, detached, and joking around isn’t 
part of that. 


“Hand me the clothes,” I snap. 

She flinches. 

“Okay, rude,” she sasses. 

“Not now, Popstar,” I say, smirking despite myself. 


“This is crazy,” she whispers, our hands touching briefly as 
she hands me the clothes. She clutches my fingers for a 
moment. “Really freaking crazy. Promise me we’re in this 
together?” 


“Always,” I snarl. “Everything I do, everything I am, it’s for 
you, Dakota. Don’t you get it? That’s the other half of me 
owning you. You own me, too. It’s me and you against the 
whole world, so fuck any asshole that was mean to you in 
high school, fuck the bastards whoever tried to take 
advantage of you, fuck those pricks who couldn’t see how 
curvy and attractive you are—fuck them and fuck the 
Bratva and fuck it all, alright, except for me, you, Sparky, 
and our children. Understand? That’s an order, you dirty 
little sex-goddess.” 


I bare my teeth and step away because the beast in me is so 
loud now I could easily fuck her right here, in front of 
Sparky and the Bratva men, my lust taking over until I’d 
railroad her against the wall, pommeling her pink pussy 
until it was all red and creamy and well-used from my 
indulgence. 


And then turn her over and fuck those tits until she’s good 
and slippery down there for me, and just smash her and 
watch her bounce sexily for me. 


I shake my head and turn away. 


“You're an animal,” she whispers behind me. 
“T know,” I grunt. 


“I can’t even understand how you’re thinking about that 
right now.” 


“You want to be glad I am,” I growl, pulling on my briefs 
quickly ... which is difficult with my in-the-way cock to 
contend with. I push it aside and wedge it down my thigh. 
“When one primal part of a man wakes up, it doesn’t come 
alone. Every part of him becomes more primal. Do you 
understand, Popstar?” 


I pull on the shirt and button it with swift fingers, slowing 
my breathing, focusing my instincts. 


“T don’t think so,” she says. 


“It means that you should be happy that I could bend you 
over here and fuck you ragged and not give a damn what 
noises you made as long as I got to fire my hot seed into 
your cunt. You should be glad, Dakota, because it means I'll 
also hammer in the face of anybody who tries to hurt you. It 
means I’ll crush their throats and do all the fucked-up 
things men are meant to do to protect their women. You 
hear me?” 


“Y-yes, Damian,” she whispers. “You sound sort of scary 
right now.” 


“Scary? Me?” 


I cock a smirk, but I feel it come out forced. I’m too 
distanced by the need to be alert. 


“So, what’s the plan?” she asks. “Do you want me to take a 
gun?” 


“Have you ever used a firearm before?” 


“No, but how hard can it be?” she snaps. 
I laugh grimly. “Harder than you’d think.” 
“Well, how much harder?” 


“Harder like you could end up panicking because of the 
recoil and accidentally killing Sparky, that sort of harder,” I 
snap. “No, all I want from you is to keep yourself, my baby, 
and my dog safe, understand? That’s your role.” 


“I can do that,” she says, nodding fiercely. “I won’t let 
anything happen to them—to us.” 


“Okay, just stay close to me. Grab Sparky and try to keep 
him quiet.” 


She kneels down and whispers to him, and my chest tries to 
expand again, at the sweetness in her soft murmurings of 
encouragement. Sparky calms and gives into his trust of 
her, lying in her arms in a tight ball so that he can be 
carried. She stands and realizes I’m watching her, offering 
me a cute sort of half-smile. 


“Getting a good look?” she murmurs. 
“Always,” I growl. 
“Now what?” Dakota asks. 


“You stay close to me. We head for the fire escape. I kill 
anybody who gets in our way.” 


“More killing?” 


I grab her hips and shove her against me, letting her feel 
how rock hard I still am through my pants. I glare into her 
eyes as she leans away, keeping Sparky out of the embrace. 
I grab that round sweet ass of hers and use it as a fleshy 
handle to push her closer against me, grinding the 
tightness in my throbbing dick right against her. 


“Or I let the beast out in other ways. So what is it, Dakota, 
more killing or more fucking?” 


“You’re an animal,” she moans, unable to hide the lust in 
her voice, or in the way her eyes twitch wider and wider for 
me, the horny wet goddess. 


“If I touched you right now, you’d be hot and drenched, 
wouldn’t you?” 


“Damian...” 


“T know, I know,” I growl, letting her go and turning away, 
angry now at the motherfuckers trying to become between 
me and more of her tight hot cunt, where my dick belongs. 
“Alright, stay close. Or have you got a problem with the idea 
that I might have to put down some bastard who’s trying to 
hurt my family?” 


“No,” she says, looking at me squarely, my brave Popstar. “If 
anybody tries to hurt our family, send them straight to hell.” 


We stare at each other like we’re two jungle cats, ready to 
brave the dangers of this savage land and face it all 
together. 


We stare like an animal recognizing another animal. I stare 
like she’s my damn soulmate because she is if such a thing 
exists. 


She’s mine. She’s everything. 
And then the door crashes open. 
He’s holding a knife. 


And he’s running right at her. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 


D akota 


I scream and leap at Sparky. 


The little piebald’s teeth growl at the man’s legs, his 
sausage-dog legs tensing as though he’s going to take the 
attacker down. 


I grab him and dance clumsily back into the hallway, my 
body aching with all the running and tensing. But adrenalin 
pumps through me, making everything else quiet. 


The man rounds the corner and then there are more 
footsteps and more men. They sprint into the room so that 
it’s like a wave of them, most of them wearing brown or 
black leather jackets, with tattoos at their necks and wrists 
and knuckles. Knives glint everywhere, and the man who 
stalks toward me grips a shiny silver knuckle-duster in one 
hand and a gun in the other. 


“Come here,” the man says with a heavy Russian accent. 


His eyes are hard and unflinching beneath his bald head. 


His teeth grit and he collapses violently onto one knee. I 
flinch and leap back, and then see that Damian is screaming 
at me, that he just fired a bullet into the man’s leg. 


I see it but hardly hear it. Panic is making the sound seem 
muted, and faraway, as if I’m drifting apart from my body. 


I focus hard. I need to think about the dog wriggling in my 
arms. 


“Lock the door,” Damian roars. “Go. Now.” 


The Russian grimaces and raises his gun, and then roars 
out when his fingers are blown away from his hand, the gun 
clattering on the floor. 


I spin and run, hardly thinking, not feeling a thing. 


I run on panic mode like an animal, my only concern to get 
Sparky somewhere safe. I’m dimly aware of footsteps 
behind me and more screaming and roaring and fighting 
noises, but if I turn back Sparky will leap from my arms. 


He’ll get crushed under a foot or shot with a misplaced 
bullet or thrown out of the window or anything. 


“Come on, boy,” I breathe, my voice sounding oddly calm. 


I kick open the bedroom door and bash it closed behind me 
with my hip, and then spin and quickly let Sparky go. I lock 
the door and grab Sparky, but my hands meet with the air 
as he leaps back, eyeing me knowingly. 


You’re keeping me from helping my dad, his intelligent eyes 
Say. 


“Sparky,” I whisper, moving toward him slowly, leaning 
down and ignoring the burn in my legs from the sex and the 
running. “Come on, boy. It’s okay.” 


I move to grab him, but at the last moment, he wriggles out 
of my grasp and leaps onto the bed. He runs across and 
then springs up onto his hind legs, waving his forelegs at 
me. 


He collapses into a play bow and then springs up again. 
“Sparky, please just come here,” I say. 


I glance at the locked door, but it hasn’t made a noise since 
we came in here. The noises are further along the corridor. 


Grunts and screams and Russian men roaring at each other, 
words I don’t understand. 


My body tightens with fear as I start to realize that Sparky’s 
right. 


What are we doing? 


We’re in here hiding when we should be out there helping 
Damian. 


I move toward the door. 


And then I hear his words, growling in my mind, a beast just 
for me. 


Keep yourself my baby, and my dog safe, understand? 
That’s your role. 


“Okay,” I say, turning back toward Sparky. “Boy, come here 


A knock comes from the door. I turn, biting my lip. 
“Yes?” I say, trying to make my voice calm. 


“It’s me,” Damian growls. “Open up. There’s someone I 
want you to meet.” 


Sirens touch the air, getting closer, which means they must 
be almost outside if I can hear them all the way up here. 


I walk to the door and open it with a shaky hand, letting 
Damian walk in ... with a man’s head clutched in his bear 
paw. He grips him by the back of the head and drags him 
into the room. 


The man is tall and blonde, with a pencil-thin mustache over 
his upper lip. He’s well-built and muscular like most of the 
Bratva, but next to Damian’s savage muscle, he looks too 
bloated, like a wannabe tough guy. 


Whereas Damian is an actual tough guy. 


“Dakota,” the man says, wincing at the pain of Damian 
clutching his skull. “It is nice to see you.” 


“Where are the others?” I gasp, looking at the open door. 
“They won't be bothering us,” Damian snarls. 
“Are they—” 


“They’re all alive,” Damian says. “But some of them might 
die from their injuries if they don’t get help soon. Which I’m 
sure they will get on their way to prison. You fucked up, 
Andrei. You hit a place people care about. And you owe this 
woman an explanation. Why do this to her?” 


I stand up straighter, bunching my fists, my soul singing 
that Damian would think of me at a time like this. Sparky 
crouches ready to spring at my side, softly growling at the 
man. 


“Yes,” I snap, fierceness entering my voice. 
I’ve got my man behind me. 


We’re in this together. 


“Tell me. I deserve to know.” 
Andrei smiles sadly, his hands hanging limply at his sides. 


Every time he tries to move, Damian squeezes his head and 
he grows still. 


It makes Damian seem so huge and powerful, the protector 
I’ve always dreamed about. He stands half-turned toward 
the door, his gun hand primed, ready just in case any of the 
injured men drag themselves down here. 


Andrei smiles and smiles. 
“Well?” I snap. 


“It’s all business,” he sighs. “Your father used to travel for 
his work. Did you know that?” 


“He was a photographer.” 


“Yes, that’s right,” Andrei says. “The thing is, on one of his 
trips he came to Moscow. And he got involved with some 
very bad men. The Bratva, we are the civilized side of the 
Russian crime world. You should see the dogs in the gangs 
of Moscow, no offense to your friend here...” 


He glances at Sparky, who’s ready to tear him apart, no 
matter if he only weighs a few pounds. He'll fight. 


“Get to the point,” Damian snarls, squeezing his hand. 


“Ah, ah, okay,” Andrei whines. “Your father was kidnapped. 
One of these crazy men made the offer that he’d give his 
daughter as payment for his freedom. He agreed ... as 
tortured men will. He came home and, it seems, he 
pretended he had never said those words. Life went on and 
he thought he was safe. But the Bratva never forgets. We 
came to deliver a message. And we delivered it.” 


“But we left you behind, because, well, simply put...” 


“What?” I hiss, tears breaking in my voice. 


“You were not old enough yet,” he says. “But we kept tabs 
on you. When you were old enough, we claimed you. Why 
do you think you were never touched by the guards? Dobry 
made a mistake claiming you for himself that night. You 
belong to me.” 


“But why you?” I say, forcing the words through the tears. 
“And why—why risk your whole organization for it, you 
crazy fuck?” 


“The wrong people heard the wrong things. If word gets 
out that Andrei the Wolf cannot protect his belongings, 
who’s to stop people from trying to take them? It is a hard 
time for the Bratva. It was this—or war. Now it seems it may 
be both.” 


“But why you?” I growl, stalking forward, wanting to punch 
him as hard as I can in the face. “If it was this smaller gang 
in Moscow...” 


“Tam Moscow,” Andrei snarls. “Any promises made on her 
concrete are owed to me.” 


“You’re nothing now,” Damian growls. “Popstar, what do you 
want me to do with him?” 


A sick agreement, a twisted pledge. 
And because of some Bratva politics, he had to go after me. 


Life is a fucking joke, but I’m too tired to laugh, fatigue 
suddenly touching every part of me. I look at my man, his 
face flecked with droplets of blood, his eyes cold and 
supportive and his silver hair dotted with the crimson of 
combat. 


“Let the police have him,” I say. 


“They'll be here any second,” Damian says, nodding. “I can 
hear them now. Right outside the room. Hear that, Andrei? 
A smart little trick, taking the other rooms quietly.” 


“But you forgot who you were dealing with,” I hiss, looking 
this psychopath straight in the eye. “You were dealing with 
Damian fucking Drake, and my man is the best in the 
business.” 


Damian smirks, looking at me warmly for a moment. 
“That’s damn right,” he says. 
“Police! Police!” 


The door crashes open and Damian throws his gun down, 
grabbing Andrei and shoving him out the door. He slams it 
behind him and then guides us all to the ensuite. 


“We’ll wait here,” he says. “When they come to investigate 
the bedroom, I'll explain the situation. Hold on. It’s almost 
over.” 


I clutch onto his strong back, the firmness that feels like 
home. 


I don’t care if my family held such an evil secret. 


Because I’ve got a new family now. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 


D amian 


The government man stands at the bottom of the steps, the 
ground dusty despite the time of year. We’re in California 
and the late afternoon sun is shining. Sparky sits perked up 
on the porch beside me, and inside the house, my queen 
bakes bread and sings a soft song as she does it. 


It’s been one week since that shit in the hotel and I’m ready 
to move on. 


I’ve had my interviews and I was found to act in self-defense 
when I fucked those thugs up, and now I just want Dakota 
and her wide hips and Sparky’s happy face and her angel’s 
voice. 


Is that too much to fucking ask? 
“Damian Drake?” the man says. 


He’s tall and pasty, black-haired, wears sunglasses and he 
looks just as anonymous as I expected him to. 


“What are you, FBI?” 


The man smirks briefly in a way I don’t like. 


“No, not FBI. I work for an agency most people haven’t 
heard of. I’m an associate of Mr. Jenkins.” 


“Oh,” I murmur, thinking of my old contact. “I’m sorry 
Andrei got to him.” 


The man nods. “He overextended himself, yes. I’m here to 
see if you can be tempted back into the business.” 


“With all due respect,” I say, “I’ve got a woman and a family. 
I’m done with that. I’m opening a combat gym. I’ve been 
training martial arts for years.” 


The man nods again, all business. “Then I’ll move onto my 
second reason for being here. Uncle Sam gives his thanks. 
He is so grateful, in fact, that when you check your bank 
balance you'll see three million US dollars waiting there for 
you. It was very smart of you to invest in DekiLog so early.” 


“What the fuck is DekiLog?” 
The man smiles tightly. 


“Ah, I see,” I chuckle grimly. “Three million? I didn’t know I 
was so valued.” 


I mean it to come out as a joke, but it comes out dark and 
grim. It’s so hard to be lighthearted with anybody except 
for Dakota. 


“You really were, Drake,” the man says, suddenly serious. 
“Every man you took out made the world a better place. You 
were never sloppy and you never hurt any civilians, any 
innocents. You were the best damn operator we had.” 


“Thank you,” I murmur. “What’s your name, son?” 


The man smirks and turns away. “You already know it, 
Drake.” 


“Mr. Jenkins?” I sigh. 


The man strides down the dusty path toward his black 
sedan, which looks quite similar to mine. Maybe I was a 
government man all along. 


“What was that about?” Dakota says, striding out onto the 
porch with her apron tied around her waist and folded 
down, so that her breasts are exposed in her tight T-shirt, 
her nipples nice and perky and needy. 


Fuck, I’ve sucked those nipples raw over this last week but I 
don’t plan on stopping. I’m certain one of these days I’m 
going to slurp hard enough and make her squirt milk into 
my mouth. Then TIl squirt it all over my cock and use it as 
lube to hammer her tight needy slit, watch as the white of 
her lactated milk mixes with her natural creamy juices— 


“Jesus, Damian,” she giggles, pulling her apron up so it 
covers her breasts. “You really are an animal, aren’t you?” 


“Yes,” I growl. 
“What was that about, though?” 


“Uncle Sam has given me three million dollars and told me 
I’m a hero, basically,” I say, laughing and shaking my head. 
“This world is crazy, Popstar.” 


“You deserve it,” she says passionately, flying to my side and 
squeezing me tightly. 


“And you deserve this,” I growl, realizing that this is it, our 
moment, and I’m done waiting. 


I fall to one knee and stare up at her, heart pounding hard 
but the base of my manhood pulsing harder. I reach into the 
inner pocket of my jacket and take out the ring box, the act 
making me feel lighter. 


“Dakota Clark,” I growl. “I love you. That’s it, plain and 
simple. I. Love. You.” 


She blinks and tears glisten in her eyes, dancing in the 
California sun. 


“T love you,” she gasps. “I’m so glad you said it, baby. I love 
you so much.” 


I open the ring box to show her the glistening diamond. I 
made sure it was just like my queen, elegant but full and 
sparkly and bright too. 


“I love you more than life itself,” I growl. “And you’re going 
to be my wife. That’s the way it is. I’m not asking. So either 
you give me a symbolic yes and I claim you. For life. Or I 
carry you away from here and take you back on the road. 
Your heart, your soul, your love, your womb and your cunt, 
and everything you are belongs to me, and I’m going to put 
a ring on your finger so every other beast in this world 
knows to stay away. So, will you? Marry me?” 


I smirk and she giggles, throwing herself down and 
wrapping her arms around me. Sparky leaps up at her legs, 
desperate to be part of the moment. He springs into my lap 
and climbs up my chest, licking at my chin until Dakota and 
I are laughing like crazy people. 


“I love you,” she giggles, crying, beautiful. “I love you so 
much.” 


“Ts that a yes?” I whisper. 
“Of course it’s a yes. You’re mine. And I’m yours.” 


I take the ring and lean back, watching her as I slide it onto 
her finger, her smile making me smile just as widely. 


Men in my business don’t smile, it’s true. 


But when the love of my life is smiling so radiantly, like an 
angel, I can’t help it. And it feels good, to let go, to finally 
realize that I was always a man just like any other. A killer, 
but a man all the same. 


I just hadn’t found the woman to half-tame me yet. 
And now I have. 


I’m never letting her go. 


EPILOGUE 


TWO WEEKS LATER 


D akota 


I stare down at the test with angels singing in my heart. 


I keep expecting it to go poof and disappear, or for me to 
blink and open my eyes and realize I’m still at Dobry’s 
dinner, trying to walk awkwardly in my heels. 


But Andrei and his arm of the Bratva are all in prison for 
life. Damian fought and protected us and now we're 
wealthy and engaged and ready to take on the world. 


I turn to the other tests on the counter and then gaze at my 
reflection, shell-shocked. 


I walk out of the bathroom and through the house, 
everything smelling fresh and new from where I’ve been 
lighting vanilla-scented candles. Little touches of him here 
and there - his boots, his workout dumbbells, his jacket 
over the kitchen table - warm me inside as I walk toward 
the garden. 


I stand on the back porch and watch as Damian leaps to the 
side, grinning at Sparky. Sparky is primed and ready to go, 


mouth open, tongue lolling. Damian is shirtless, his jeans 
hanging casually and dirty over his bare feet. Sweat flecks 
his hard muscles as he bares his teeth at his - our - dog. 


“Come on, boy,” he laughs. 

He’s going to make such an amazing father. 

“Damian,” I say, voice hitching a little. 

He pauses. “Popstar? What is it? Is something wrong?” 


He jogs over and I walk on autopilot down the steps, and 
then look up at him when he cradles me in his arms, 
hugging me close to him so that I can feel and taste and 
scent his sweat, his musky just-him smell. 


“T’m pregnant,” I whisper. 


“Say it again,” he growls. He takes my face in his hands and 
stares hard at me with his luscious blues. “Is it true, 
Dakota?” 


“Yes,” I cry. “I’ve done like ten tests at this point. I’m 
pregnant.” 


“T love you,” he growls, kissing me so hard my lips feel like 
they could shatter. 


But then they melt instead and I sink into him, gasping as 
our tongues dance together, sizzling, hot, burning. He 
slides his hands down to my hips and grabs, big greedy 
handfuls of my flesh. 


“These were made for it,” he smiles. “But don’t think this is 
going to stop me from taking you. I’m going to take what’s 
mine as long as I can. Understand?” 


“Yes,” I moan, grabbing him tightly. “I love you. I’m so glad I 
found you.” 


“That’s funny,” he laughs. 
“What?” 


He smiles warmly, a smile I’m still getting used to. It’s the 
smile of Damian the soon-to-be husband, the gym owner, 
the family man. 


It’s the smile of my soulmate. 


“I was just going to say the same thing,” he says, leaning 
down for another sweet kiss. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


ONE YEAR LATER 


D amian 


I clutch Harmony and feel her heartbeat against my chest. 
We stand in the sound-proofed manager’s booth looking 
down onto the concert venue. 


The crowd is packed out for the main act, but Harmony and 
I are here for the supporting act, the debut of up and 
coming singer Dakota Drake, my woman, my wife, my life, 
the mother of this beautiful child softly sleeping against my 
chest. 


“She’s almost on, little princess,” I whisper, softly stroking 
my daughter’s cheeks. 


She makes a cute baby noise and huffs her way back to 
dreamland. I turn to Sparky, curled up in the corner of the 
room, smiling widely. 


“Don’t think I’ve forgotten about you, little soldier,” I say. 


His tail wags and then he, too, returns to his own personal 
dreamland. 


I look down across the darkened crowd - marked here and 
there with the harsh white of a phone light - to the 
spotlighted stage. Finally, my queen emerges, wearing an 
elegant long dress, obsidian-black but inlaid with jewels like 
stars sparkling in a night sky. 


I fight the urge to search the crowd for men ogling her 
because the last thing I need right now is to let out the 
beast within me. It’s hard enough holding it back when I 
see the way her dress drapes over those hips. Her body is 
even more curvaceous and prone to creaming and weeping 
her delicious juices since the pregnancy, as though 
motherhood has made her even hornier and more eager for 
my cock. 


I push it down and focus on my love, singing, pride 
blooming in my chest. 


“There was a songbird,” she sings, slow and shy at first but 
then louder, with more sweet confidence. “And its name was 
the truth. There was a swan song, and baby, baby, this one’s 
for you... A songbird, a songbird, and yet inside my soul— 
baby, a songbird, a songbird, but your heart is still black as 
coal.” 


She looks up and I know she’s thinking of that first time I 
ever heard her sing, in the connecting motel rooms, her 
voice making me even more ironclad certain that I had to 
have her. 


“And then I met my man, oh, oh, oh,” she sings. “I met my 
man and I couldn’t say no, oh, no...” 


A tear glistens in her eye as she brings her hands to her 
chest, and then spreads them up toward us, where she 
knows we wait in the darkness of the crowd. 


Harmony moans happily and Sparky gives his tail another 
wag. 

“T know,” I whisper, voice choked with emotion. “She sounds 
incredible.” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


TEN YEARS LATER 


D akota 


Harmony sits on the porch, the setting sun dappling at her 
feet as she rocks back and forth in the chair. 


It’s one of Felix’s old rocking chairs, recovered from storage 
a few months after we moved into the farmhouse, a few 
months after we learned we were pregnant with Harmony. 


Now four of my children are in the living room, making 
happy family noises that drift over to me. But as usual, my 
beloved Harmony has sneaked away to be with her guitar 
and her voice. 


She sings into the air, a musical wave drifting and dancing 
and hypnotizing. 


Then she suddenly stops. 


“Mom?” she says, turning as I walk out onto the porch, 
hitting the creaky floorboard, just one part of the home 
that’s made it seem like something alive to me. 


“That was beautiful,” I tell her. 


My daughter blushes, pulling her dark hair across her eyes. 
“Yeah okay, Mom,” she laughs. 


“T mean it,” I tell her. “Even if I didn’t know you were my 
daughter, I’d think you sound amazing.” 


“You should listen to her,” Damian says, striding into the 
doorway behind me. 


I turn to find him standing there with Max clinging to his 
neck and our other little terror, Felix, clinging onto his leg. 
Behind him in the hallway Maddison smiles and, beyond 
her, Alexis shakes her head, as if a mature eight year old is 
far too grownup for all this silliness. Sparky lies at Alexis’s 
feet, happy to hang and snooze with my oh-so-cool 
daughter. 


I blow her a kiss and grin when she catches it despite 
herself. 


“She’s the best singer I ever heard,” Damian goes on. 
“That’s why she packs out stadiums.” 


“Did I really sound good, Mom?” Harmony whispers. 


“Good? No.” I stride over to her and wrap my arms around 
her shoulders, leaning down to whisper in my firstborn’s 
ear. “You sounded amazing.” 


“T love you, Mom.” 
“T love you too.” 


I stand and turn to find Damian smiling at me. We share the 
moment. 


We lengthen it, hovering in the warm embrace of our love. 


Then Max and Felix push against him, roaring like little 
warriors, and my husband turns away laughing. 


Love blossoms in my chest. 
I’m right where I need to be, where I belong. 


And I couldn’t be more grateful. 
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